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MODERN JEWISH POETRY 


THE idea of this anthology of Modern Jewish Poetry 
originated with the publisher—Mr. Louis Behrman. It 
is natural that a man, who has handled Jewish books all 
his life, should have felt the anomalous lack of such an 
anthology. 

In 1913 George Alexander Kohut published a two 
volume ‘‘Hebrew Anthology,” which in the words of its 
compiler, is ‘‘a collection of poems and dramas inspired by 
the Old Testament and Post Biblical tradition gathered 
from writings of English poets from the Elizabethan 
period and earlier to the present day.” This has obvi- 
ously nothing to do with modern Jewish poetry. “The 
Standard Book of Jewish Verse” which was compiled 
by the late Joseph Friedlander and published after 
his death in 1917 (and which, by the way, has for some 
time been out of print and practically unobtainable) is a 
miscellany of poems on Jewish subjects by Jewish and 
non-Jewish authors; a book valuable from many aspects 
but, which gives on the whole, a very inadequate idea, if 
any, of modern Jewish poetry. 

The present anthology is not merely poetry on Jewish 
themes, but Jewish Poetry. The difference is real and 
goes to the root of the matter. Poems on Jewish themes 
are often tendencious and apologetic—elements that, 
whatever their merits, are absolutely fatal to art. 
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Poetry is the flame-tongued expression of Self—of an 
individual or a People. As such it cannot be relegated 
to somebody else. There is no substitute for the inner- 
most soul of man. Self-expression cannot be done by 
proxy. The most gifted French painter will not paint an 
Englishman’s face as well as an English painter, because 
the Englishman’s face is no part of the Frenchman’s soul. 
The best English actor will not portray a Jew for an 
intelligent Jew to recognize as one of his own race. All 
the Shylocks on the English, or any other stage, have 
been anything but Jews; and this for the very simple 
reason that Shakespeare himself made his Jew a psycho- 
logically crippled Englishman. It is not God alone who 
fashions man in his own image; every artist does that. 
In Byron’s oft-quoted beautiful lines: 


The wild dove hath her nest, the fox his cave; 
Mankind their country—Israel but the grave. 


you hear a man, not weeping, but beweeping a stranger. 
_ If a man wants to know what great poets thought and 
felt about Jews let him read their poems on Jewish 
themes. But if a man wants to know how the Jew thinks 
and feels, he must read Jewish poetry. 

Poetry must be true, or it is not poetry. The poet must 
express himself often in spite of himself. Jewish poetry 
is therefore synonymous with Jewish poets. 

Jewish Poetry, like the Jewish People, is not confined 
to any one country or any one language; that is why a 
well-translated poem, say, from the Hebrew into English, 
will often read like an original. Psychologically all 
Jewish poetry is a translation from the Hebrew. There 
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is far greater soul-relation between Untermeyer, Bialik 
and Yehoash writing in three different languages than 
between Untermeyer, Lindsay and Frost writing in the 
same language. 

An intense love for children and child-life; tradition 
jewelled with a halo of adoration; god-seeking; an un- 
compromising faith in the ultimate triumph of the good; 
an incessant cry and clamor for social justice; prophetic 
universality and the unshaken belief that mankind is 
marching towards a definite goal; the Messianic ideal of 
humanity unchained and the belief in the triumph of the 
mind—these may not be the monopoly of the Jewish race, 
but they are the main components of Jewish psychology, 
and the leit-motif of Jewish poetry. 

This anthology, doubtless inadequate, is nevertheless 
unique in one respect. It affords a clear insight into the 
soul of the Jew, as expressed by the genius of the race. 
Here are gathered under one poetic roof poets from the 
remotest corners of the globe, writing in a multitude of 
languages; and yet one feels as though one great breast 
heaves with the same hope and smarts with the same 
pain. 

It has been said so many times, that one repeats it at 
the risk of being banal, that the Jew is no proponent of 
beauty for beauty’s sake, or art for art’s sake. Hence the 
Jewish poet seldom depicts nature per se, but nature as it 
influences his mood and thought. Idea and pathos are 
the two most prominent characteristics of the Jewish 
Muse. I believe, therefore, that this volume, although 
limited to Jewish themes, loses little from the artistic 
point of view. Jewish poets, in fact, however loth they 
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may be to admit it, are often more at home when writing 
on a Jewish theme. There is an unchallenged sincerity, 
warmth and intimacy in a Jewish poem on a Jewish 
theme. 

It is next to impossible to do justice either to the sub- 
ject or to the poets in a volume of this kind. Many poets 
are not adequately represented, and others over-repre- 
sented—mostly for technical reasons. Many poets— 
Simenowitz, Karni, Steinberg in Hebrew; Leiwik, Hal- 
pern, Landau in Yiddish to mention only a few—are not 
included for lack of translations. It is, however, I be- 
lieve, for the first time that the Untermeyers, Guiterman, 
Zangwill, Emma Lazarus and Sampter are neighboring 
with Bialik, Tchernichovski, Schneier, Frug, Rosenfeld, 
Yehoash and Reisin. 

Quite half of this volume is assigned to poetry written 
originally in Hebrew, Yiddish and other languages. This 
is done intentionally for two reasons: first, Hebrew and 
Yiddish poetry is still more or less a terra incogmita to the 
English-speaking non-Jewish and even Jewish public; 
and second—and this is the main reason—because the 
‘Hebrew and, to a less extent, the Yiddish poets of the 
last three or four decades, mirroring the spirit of the age, 
have made Jewish literary history of great and permanent 
value. Not every age begets a Bialik, a Tichernichovski, a 
Shneier, a Yehoash, or even a Rosenfeld. Jewish history 
within the last thirty to forty years has been kaleidoscopic, 
intense, concentrated and dramatic. The night of despair 
vied with the dawn of re-birth. Exile duelled with re- 
gathering. Messiah and Mammon were engaged in a 
life and death struggle. Decadence and Rennaissance-— 
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light and shade—interplayed in fitful nuances on the 
canvas of Jewish life. It would be pathetic, indeed, 
if such an age had remained tongueless. Happily, it 
found its spokesmen. The groan of the Jewish “Luft- 
menschen,” transported from the Russian ghettos to the 
East Broadway tailor-shops, finds its expression in 
Rosenfeld’s Sweat-shop ballads; Bialik’s prophetic “Last 
Word” is the first word of a dawning epoch; Shneier 
seeks “Beneath the Sun” revenge in carnal passion for his 
“Stolen Skies ;”’ Peretz’s ““Two Brothers” tell the story of 
how brothers come to blows because of the snake entice- 
ing them to amass gold; Frishman calling “For the Mes- 
siah” discovers that “We have not the stuff yet for 
Messiah’s spirit;’ Tchernichovsky stands “Before the 
Statue of Appollo” and tries to settle the old quarrel of 
Jew and Hellene. Zangwill appeals to “Our Own” and 
Yehoash calls to the God of light “Out of the depths to 
reveal Himself that He 1s somewhere. . . . These are not 
poems, but landmarks of an age, soul-torches seeking a 
path in the jungle of doubts and complexes; a way to 
disentangle the chaotic web of light and shade of which 
the pattern of Jewish life has been woven within the last 
four decades. 

When humanity is moving rapidly there are always 
toll-stations at certain points where its spiritual and 
aesthetic luggage is examined, valued and re-valued. The 
engine of Fate, within recent years, has driven Europe at 
a much faster speed than America; but this country, too, 
has not remained stationary. 

There was a time, when in this country, as Robinson 
has it: 
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The dollar was the only word, 
The wrath of it—the only fear. 


This is slowly changing. True, there are still people in 
this great continent who will pay ten thousand dol- 
lars for an old first edition, but not a dollar to help a 
young gifted poet to bring out his first edition. But on 
the whole, one can observe an awakened interest in 
spiritual values and a dawning realization that a country’s 
wealth is of no avail if it loses its soul. 

This changing attitude towards spiritual and aesthetic 
values is, to a much less degree, noticeable among the 
young Jews of America. Young American Jewry must 
still be made aware that there are men of their race who 
are engaged in creating Beauty and fashioning wings for 
the dollar-laden frame of our existence. 

If this book will open to the non-Jewish world an 
insight into the Jewish soul, and will bring American 
Jewry one step nearer the source of artistic Beauty and 
‘Truth, it will deserve forgiveness for its many short- 
comings of which no one is conscious more than the 
editor. 


Puitie M. Raskin 


New York, December, 1926. 


Part I 
ORIGINAL POEMS 
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THE OUTGOING OF SABBATH 


THE shadows have taken the place of the sun, 

The Sabbath is over, the glory is gone; 

With the gold of the sunset the new soul has flown, 

And God, He has shattered his heavenly throne 

And closed the effulgent gold gates of the sky, 

And the peace and the dream and the rapture all die; 

And childhood, the cherub, behold; it takes wing— 

An ursurper has stolen the crown of the king! 

The shew-bread is eaten, no dainties are left, 

Of silver and china the table’s bereft; 

The cover of damask is folded away, 

And the household is wrapped in dreariness gray, 

The poesy paused, and the weekday’s dull prose 

Ascended the throne—the thorn for the rose! 

No candles are lighted for mothers to bless, 

The queen’s jewels are hidden and changed is her 
dress; 

The Talith is folded, the incense suppressed, 

The golden-clasped Bible is laid in the chest ; 

A fire is set to the drippings of wine, 

The Habdalah light quenched in the smouldering shine; 

The last of the wine cup is drained by the young, 

And Zemiroth, last strain of the Sabbath is sung; 

Unaccountable sadness, some shadowy pain 

On the mind and the memory lies like a stain; 
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The heart with the tumult of being is tossed, 

The swords they are blazing, the Paradise lost! 

The shadow—the shadow replaces the sun, 

The last strain of Babbath’s Zemiroth is done. 
ALTER ABELSON 


THE YOUNG MOSES 


THE world was at his feet . . 

But overhead, the stars! 

From Luxor’s roof he saw their light on pillared Karnak 
fall, 

And knew what gods and ghosts of monarchs 

Alien to his blood 

Kept guard among the shadows there . 

While far upon the breathing plain 

Hushed Memnon brooded, holding at his heart 

A golden cry that trembled for the dawn... 

Upon a temple’s roof at Thebes the Mees Moses stood 


In commune with his dreams .. . ak 


’ 


A kingdom at his feet... 

Fostered of Pharaoh’s daughter, 

And a Prince in Egypt: 

In statecraft, priestcraft, lifecraft, skilled: 

Wise in his youth, and strong, and conscious of his 
powers: 
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Dowered with the patience and the passion that are 
genius: 

Ambitious, favored, subtle, sure and swift— 

Already Prince in Egypt! 

And later, anything he willed. . . 

Fledged early, with a soaring instinct in his wings. 


He mused, and for an infinite moment 

All the world streamed by him in a mist... 

Cities and ships and nations, 

Temples and armies, melted to a mist and swirling past 
beneath the stars: 

And a faint tumult filled his ears of trumpets and the 
clash of brazen arms. 


The wind and sound of empire, 

And he felt the mighty pulse of his own thought and 
will transmuted to the tread of marching hosts 

That shook the granite hills, 

And saw chained kings cringe by his chariots, lion- 
drawn... 

And felt himself on Seti’s throne and crowned with Seti’s 
crown, 

And all earth’s rhythms beating to his sense of law, 

And half earth’s purple blood, if so he would, poured out 
to dye his robes with deeper splendor . 

And all the iron delight of power was his . . 

This Egypt was a weapon to his hand, 

The life was buoyant air, and his the eagle’s plume. 

For one measureless moment this vision moved and 


glittered, 


17 


Rushing by... 
Master of men he knew himself; he thrilled; 
There an empire at his feet. 


But overhead, a God... 

Implacable divinity that, as he looked, was of a sudden 
manifest 

In all the burning stars . 

Relentless, searching spirit, 

Cruel holiness that smote him with the agony of love, 

Stern sweetness piercing to the soul, 

Silence articulate that turned the universe to one 
unspoken word, 

Violent serenity that plucked at his roots of being . . . 

And a voice that answered him before he questioned 
Haoere 

For one eternal instant Moses stood, 

The cup of empire lifted to his lips, 

And struggled with the God that is not if we are not 
Hees 


And then . . . descended from the temple’s roof, 

And cast his princely trappings off, 

And took his slow way through the shadowed town 

Unto the quarter where an outcast people and oppressed 

Labored beneath the lash 

And put their lives and hopes into the bricks because 
there was no straw, 

And cast his lot in with those sickly slaves, 

To lead them, if he might, from bondage. . . 

ANONYMOUS 
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FRIDAY NIGHT 


THE majesty of sunset in the west 
Has glorified the ebbing hours of day! 
The world is hushed as if its heart would pray! 
In busy, Jewish homes there enters rest ; 
The weary soul no longer is depressed, 
A Sabbath calm has come, the children stray © 
And prattle every sombre care away, 
Our Friday night has made our portals blest! 


The lamps are lit in solemn joy and prayer, 
And curtains folded close to hide the night, 
A glow of love in every Sabbath light! 
Unspoken blessings fill the chastened air, 
And happiness pursues time’s gentle flight, 
And over all God’s blessings everywhere! 
IstpoRE G, ASCHER 


PRINCESS SABBATH 


THE soft wind moves the rushes, 
The moon is in its prime, 
The Princess Sabbath singeth, 
The Prince nods o’er his wine. 
The shepherd in the meadow 
Lies by the huddled sheep, 
Her voice floats through the gloaming, 
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The dog whines in his sleep. 
The fairies of the valley 

Awake with flutt’ring wings. 
A light burns in the tower— 

The Princess Sabbath sings. 
The Prince smiles in his slumber, 

The water-lilies sigh, 
The lonely shepherd weepeth— 

He weeps and knows not why. 

Recina Mrirtam Biocu 


THE MORNING PRAYER 


WHEN JI get up in the morning 
And rub my eyes in bed 
I see my father standing 
With a tallis over his head. 
He stands by the old brown bureau 
In the folds of the tallis draped, 
And he looks like some wonderful statue 
Of snow-white marble shaped. 
ALTER Bropy 
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A JEW TO JESUS 


O Man of my own people, I alone 

Among these alien people can know thy face, 
I who felt the kinship of our race 

Burn in me as I sit where they intone 


Thy praise—those who striving to make known 


A God of sacrifice have missed the grace 

Of thy sweet human meaning in its place, 
Thou who art of our blood bond and our own, 
Are we not sharers of thy passion? ... Yea 
In spent anguish close by the side 

We drained the bitter cup and tortured, felt 

With the bruising of each heavy welt. 

In every land is our Gethsemane 

A thousand times have we been crucified. 


BaBETTE DEUTSCH 


INSUFFICIENCY 


O THAT some prophet would arise, His soul afire, 
With zeal divine and awful ire 

To shake us from our snug complacencies! 

We are too self-assured, 

By arrogance of prying intellect inured! 

There is no marvel more! 

The Heaven throbbing rhythmic with the stars; 
The Sea that swells, heart-yearning for the moon, 
In vague disquiet moaning at the bars; 

The gladsome Earth all lavish with her boon 

Of fruits and flowers varied in their store; 
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Clouds, winds, lightning, and the thunder’s roar; 
Naught above, below, around, 

In the vision’s farthest bound, 

Awes our spirit with the brooding sense 

Of Wisdom boundless and Omnipotence 
And all pervading Love. 

Alas, Alas! 

Our eyes are dull and our souls grown crass. 
We analyze and plod and prove, 

We peer, dissect, combine and class, 

Till the plodding brain holds a dreary mass 
Of sounding nomenclature. 

We label all with learned name 

And then dismiss it with the same, 
Deeming forsooth that all is told 

And there is left no more the miracle of Nature! 
Ah, fools we are, by pride made bold! 

‘Tis folly urges our pretence, 

For not from wisdom springs irreverence. 
Lo! dark beyond our grosser sense 

Vast stretches the Unknown, 

And deep within our finite zone 

The mystery yet broods 

That tempts us ever, yet ever eludes; 

The same that greets us in humble guise 

In the flower’s tender beauty, 

Looking forth with rapter eyes 

From the soul awake in duty. 

We pluck the flower, its petals tear, 

We hold the leaves but the rose is where? 
And where in the pleasure and pain of brute 
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Does soul of ours find aught to suit? 
Ah! not in the primal push and blow 
Of atoms blind, nor the cruel throe 
Of brute with brute, is the meaning found. 
But in the climbing, round by round, 
Up from the mists to the glory-crowned, 
The “yet to be,” the great “at Last,” 
Latent in first, and revealed through the past. 
So let the Troubler great arise 
And with transfixing eyes 
Scatter our complacencies ariot 
And fill our spirits with a deep disquiet, 
The sense of insufficiency and need 
That humbles, chastens, yet in humbling doth but breed 
A loftier hope and a diviner creed. 
Harry W. ETTreLson 


THE WAILING WALL 


Wir head bowed down, they stand with streaming eyes. 
Before the ruined wall, whose grimy stones 

Are crumbling with the weight of centuries, 
And read their Mincha-prayer in mournful tones. 


Their garb proclaims them men of many lands: 
Those dwell amid the northern snows, and these 

Have wandered far from Yemen’s burning sands, 
Or sought their way across the western seas. 
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Not here alone do wailing figures stand! 
Not here alone do tears of sorrow flow! 

In every clime they beat, with clenched hand 
Against the stones of Israel’s wall of woe. 


In every land there rises, stern and great, 
This self-same wail of torment and of fears, 
Its courses laid with stones of scorn, and hate, 
And bonded with cement of blood and tears. 
Louis FEDERLEICHT 


PRO PATRIA 


Out of the trenches at night 
They leaped, and death was bright 
With fires that sang like a wooing 
Of demon lovers undoing 

The lives of a thousand men. 
“Bozshe tzarya chrani!’’—then, 
“Gott mit uns!”—so they met, 
There where the guns were set. 
The thick smoke rifted and spread 
Over the fallen, and fled 

After the shadows that flew 

Into the night anew. 

Close to the guns they lay, 
Waiting the dawn of a day 

Too great for the living eye— 
“Shema Yisrael Adnai’— 
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Whose was the voice that rang 
Raptured and clear, and sang 


Prone on the river’s sod 
The glory of Israel’s God? 
The German shivered and turned 
On his side, where the death-wound burned, 
And listened, and heard close by— 
“Elohenu Adonai 
Echad!’—and then he crawled 
Nearer the guns and called 
Softly, “Jude!” and saw 
The Russian. Then God’s law, 
Greater than hate and death, 
Mingled the soldiers’ breath: 
“Shalom aleichem!” they cried-— 
“Shalom!” and so they died. 
Breast to breast they clung, 
Till the last stars flickered and swung 
Out of their course, and the night 
Was gone, and the sky grew bright. 
MarTIN FEINSTEIN 


EXODUS 


GaTHER the things of your house, 
Your folk and your bed, 
You from your night’s carouse, 

O heavy head! 


Zo 


And you from the rack of your toil, 
Cringing and worn, 

Wake to the wealth of your spoil— 
The day’s new born. 


Futile is Pharaoh’s lash, 
Fallen his gods, 

Sapling tinsel and trash 
His thunder rods. 


Vain is the chant of the priest, 
Vain as the wind, 

For men are leaving the beast 
Of their making behind. 


Out to the cleansing sand, 
Out to the sea, 
Far to the holy land, 
O follow me! 
MarTIN FEINSTEIN 


HA-SHOMER* 


SwakrtTH lover of the lonely places, 
Lithe lover of the wind and sun, 
The day is gone, the night retraces 
Your watch from Gaza to Lebanon. 
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The horses of the desert-roamer 

Are far less fleet than your swift steed, 
The wind is brother to ha-shomer, 

The night responsive to your speed. 


The shadows race beside you, flinging 
Phantom arms about your face; 

The way is yours, and you go singing, 
And laugh tc feel the wind’s embrace. 


And sing: “O comrades eager-hearted, 

Who rode too swift and watched too well, 
Rode home with death, and so departed 

From your guard in Israel, 


Come ride with me, and I shall borrow 
Your valor and your royalty, 

That death may find me without sorrow, 
Or dawn may find me riding free.” 


Swarth lover of the lonely places, 
Lithe lover of the wind and sun, 

Girt round with pride and ancient graces, 
O ride, ride home, your watch is done! 


*Literally, in Hebrew, “the Guard,” a member of the volunteer 
corps of Jewish mounted Police in the Jewish colonies in 
Palestine. 

MarTIN FEINSTEIN 


2d 


Per th 


LEAVE not a veil before my eyes, 

Tear from my mind the shield of lies, 

And from my soul the web of sophistries; 
Yea, though I stricken, shirk and flee, 
God, give me eyes to see. 


Send me no song so honey-sweet 

That I forget the harsher beat 

Of life, the pulsing discords of the street, 
Smite me with sorrow as a spear— 
But give me ears to hear. 


Grant me the will to pay for light, 
For vision overtopping sight, 
And dreams that are not of the passing night; 
Yield, at what price Thou shalt demand, 
A heart to understand. 
V. H, FRIEDLANDER 


TOLERANCE 
Wuen Abraham was young, there sought his tent, 
Pitched on the plain of Ur among the herds, 
A desert-farer tremulous and bent 
With years and travel, whom with kindly words 
The shepherd welcomed; then he bathed his feet, 
Assuaged his burning thirst, before him placed 
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Cool melons, honey, and the strengthening meat 

Of late-weaned kids; but when in undue haste 
The stranger reached to banquet, gently set 

A hand upon the wanderer’s, murmuring low, 
“Thy pardon brother; dost thou not forget 

To thank thy God from Whom all blessings flow ?” 


The stranger answered, mocking, “Nay, good youth! 
But much I fear thy wit is held in thrall 
To lying, priest-spun legends. Know the truth. 
There is no God. ’Tis nature gives us all.” 
First Abraham chid gently; but a fire 
Lurks in the tongue; and, vexed and taunted sore 
With blasphemies, the shepherd rose in ire 
And drove the gray-haired scoffer from his door. 


To him within his tent at evening-close 
Still brooding on that deed in anger done, 
A Voice spake, grateful as the wind that blows 
Among the cedars: “Abraham, my son.” 
The shepherd answered, “Father, here am I.” 
“Where is the stranger-guest that hither came?” 
It breathed again. The strong chief made reply, 
“T cast him forth! He did deny Thy Name, 
Almighty Lord!” Then spake the Voice Divine 
In solemn blame: “My son, thou didst not well. 


“Did I not shape his frame as I shaped thine? 
Did I not cause the same red blood to swell 

His pulsing veins? Have I not blessed ye both 
With the same laughter, sorrows, joys and tears? 
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Though he reviled My Name with mock or oath, 
Have I not borne with him these many years, 
Threescore and ten, still patient of the worst 
In speech and deed? Yet thou hadst not the grace 
The while he stayed his hungering and thirst 
Gently to bear with him that little space!” 
ARTHUR GUITERMAN 


THERE IS(NO CZAR 


THE Lord spake to Pharaoh: “Let my people go.” 
And still the fetters clanked, the lash was plied. 

The love of God is boundless, the wrath of God is slow; 
But Pharaoh’s heart was hard, and Pharaoh died. 


The Lord spake to Caesar: ‘Set my children free.” 
The Eagle’s shadow darkened land and foam 

Till rolled the Gothic billows, an iron-crested sea, 
And ruin whelmed the ancient walls of Rome. 


The Lord spake to Russia. His thunders filled the skies. 
But deaf are tyrants ever. Wide and far 
At last in chainless anger the maddened millions rise, 
And through the world resounds, “There is no Czar!” 
ARTHUR GUITERMAN 
Published, March 23, 1905. 
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IN THE HOSPITAL 


BECAUSE on the branch that is tapping my pane 
A sun-wakened leafbud, uncurled, 

Is bursting its rusty sheathing in twain 
I know there is Spring in the world. 


Because through the sky-patch whose azure and white 
My window frames all the day long 

A yellow bird dips in a billow of flight, 
I know there is Song. 


Because even here in this Mansion of Woe 
Where creep the dull hours, leaden-shod, 
Compassion and Tenderness aid me, I know 
There is God. 
ARTHUR GUITERMAN 
From The Light Guitar. 


Four quatrains from “The Light Guitar’ 


THE SCRIBES “PRAYER 


HELP me to hold the Vision Undefiled ; 
To love, and, taught by Love, to understand. 
Lord, as a Father with a Backward child, 
Guide Thou the Pen within my wavering hand! 
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A -CHIED S\ EPITAPH 


ABOVE a low mound at the cedar tree’s root 
Is carved on a stone that is moldering dark, 

“The Dove found no rest for the sole of her foot, 
And returned unto Him in the Ark.” 


THANKSGIVING 


Ir God had willed, He could have made me meeker ; 
But God, my God, Who orders all things well, 
Said, “You shall be a rebel and a seeker.” 
And, God be praised!—I seek and I rebel. 


FAITH 


Last night I dreamed of Death. It seemed I lay 
Engulfed in blackness; yet some sense could mark 
For all the breathless gloom, the steadfast ray 
Of one far candle shining through the dark. 
ARTHUR GUITERMAN 


ILLUMINATION 


WHEN I am dead, what I have felt so long 
My soul shall know in clearer, purer light: 
That where I loathed and hated, I was wrong; 
That where I loved and pitied, I was right. 
ARTHUR GUITERMAN 
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THE BURIAL OB “PHE, SCROLLS 


(It is an old-established custom among the Jewish people to 
bury all sacred books if they are torn or have been defiled by 
irreverent hands. Every page of a book or manuscript contain- 
ing the name of God is considered holy, and none more so than 
the Scrolls of the Law. During the Kishineff riots the mob 
attacked the synagogue, and, despite the heroic defense of the 
beadle, defiled the Scrolls of the Law, tearing them into shreds 
and treading them under foot. Some weeks after the massacre 
these shreds were tenderly collected and buried in the Jewish 
Cemetery of Kishineff.) 


Down the long street, beneath the tender buds 

Of green acacia trees, whose spiked leaves 

Danced a gay measure with the April breeze, 
Drifted a wailing as of utter pain. 

And slowly, as if woe their footsteps held, 

Came a long funeral train of mourning men, 

Their heads low bent, as if the golden light 

Was not for them, their eyes tear-filled and dim, 
Their whole forms trembling with a heartstung grief. 
And as they passed, some mockers jested loud, 

And latighed to hear the piteous moans; and some, 
Less hard, perhaps, felt pity at the sight, 

But, with a shrug, they glanced aside, and said, 
“Bah! Naught but Jews, and so accursed of God!” 


Slowly the village drifted ‘neath their feet 

And lay behind; and then, with weary step, 

They climbed the sloping path that led to rest. 

There lay the loved ones who, within the grave, 

Found peace, that gift which e’en the Great White Czar 
Of all the Russias asks of life in vain. 
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Wrapped in the rich black earth, they hear no more 
The taunts, they feel not blows nor anguished pain. 
How many, Death, thou hast clasped close at once! 
For all around are mounds of upturned earth, 

Bare, for the kindly grass not yet had time 

To cover o’er the naked yellow sod 

Which loving hands had folded softly round 

Their martyred dead, killed for the love of Christ. 


They paused and gathered ’round three open graves, 
And hoary heads and striplings bent above 

Their treasured burden, and their prayers and sobs 
Made minor music to the breezes’ hymn. 

The birds, within the border hedges hid, 

Stopped their spring carol and peered slyly forth. 

A peasant lad in neighboring field looked on 

A space. and then, with mingled scorn and fear, 
Ran madly home to tell to eager ears 

What new witchcraft the Devil’s children brewed. 
But heeding naught save their own maddened grief, 
Their torn hearts bleeding from a thousand wounds, 
They opened wide the portals of their pain, 

’*Mid prayers for grace, to say, “Thy will be done.” 


Know ye what lay within each urn of clay? 

No human form, close clasped in icy bonds! 
There lay, profaned, the spirit of their lives, 
The scrolls of parchment on which was the Law! 
Lowered from Heaven on Sinai’s lofty crest, 

In every word there breathed the Lord’s own will. 
For countless centuries a nation held 
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The sacred Word unto its throbbing breast ; 

To them it yielded forth its burden sweet, 

The Law of Life, and strengthened with its strength, 
They offered to the world the priceless gift. 

But for reward, the gathered ages brought 

Curses and blows and outraged human ties, 

And bathed their worshiped cross in human blood. 


Thus thought these mourners, as they stood beside 
The clay-wrapped scrolls, and pondered how the Law 
Had given them strength to bear, with close-sealed lips 
And faith unwavering, all the centuries’ scorn. 

And they remembered how the savage mob 

Had surged upon the very altar’s height, 

Had torn the Law from out the sacred ark 

And trampled it beneath their bloody feet, 

And laughed to know they trod on human hearts. 

No more the scrolls were for God’s service meet. 
Those hand-wrought words, so fraught with living truth, 
The slender silver rod no more might trace; 

But so defiled, they must be hid from all, 

That they be saved from all unholy touch. 


The rabbi’s quivering voice rang on the air, 

The song spring breeze the mournful cadence bore 
Of low-voiced Hebrew chanting, sweet and sad; 
Then in the moist dark earth the urns were laid, 
And o’er them, with a prayer, the sod was cast. 
Then turned they homeward in the amber glow 
Of early twilight, and the gathering night 

Fell o’er the page of Israel’s tragedy. 
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But through the darkest hours of that still night 
The starlight gleamed with clear, unclouded ray, 
As through the night of Israel’s greatest grief 
The Law shone clear, a lamp unto their feet. 
The shade of night, the stars, and then the dawn! 
Be strong! The truth lives e’er! There dawns at last, 
Oh, People of the Law, the day for thee! 

From “The Ark” 

ISABELLA R. HEss 


HOW LONG, O LORD? 


How long, O Lord, 

The thrill and throe, 
The filling of our cup of woe, 

The vaunting boast of Israel’s foe— 
How long, O Lord, how long? 


We fear to close 
Our weary eyes, 
O’er land and sea dark treach’ry lies, 
On Thee alone our hope relies— 
How long, O Lord, how long? 


How long, O Lord, 

This wizard-spell, 
This muffled moan, this solemn knell, 

The plaintive dirge of those that fell— 
Because they loved Thee, Lord? 
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O myriad host 

Of martyred slaves 
Will rise from out their open graves 

And march with-girded loins, like braves— 
Led forth by thee, O Lord] 


Save Zion now 
From vandal hands; 
O gather us from many lands, 
We vow to heed all Thy commands— 
Redeem us, Lord of Hosts! 
GEORGE ALEXANDER KoHUT 


THE HAMMER OF GOD 


WHEN Malice vies with Envy to proclaim 

That Israel had the courage to excel 

In all the arts of Peace—but to rebel 

Against the tyrant and achieve the proud fame 

By dint of prowess worthy of its name, 

And, sword in hand, to glory as he fell 

Upon the battlefield, he did not dare— 

Then, O, then read the record of the deeds 

The Maccabees accomplished, how they freed 

Their kinsmen from the yoke; and in the flare 

Of trumpet sound and triumph scorned the greed 

Of pillage; and but hastened to repair 

The hallowed Shrine polluted by the foe, 

Whose wanton boasts the Lord of Hosts laid low. 
GEORGE ALEXANDER KoHUT 


BY 


NEW YEAR HYMN 


Gone another year— 
Gone beyond recall ; 
Gone its smile and tear, 
Gone its joy and thrall. 
Vain is now lament, 
Naught canst thou efface; 
Though thou now repent 
Naught canst thou erase. 


Dawns another year— 
Open it aright; 
Thou shalt have no fear 
In its fading light. 
Live that not a stain, 
Live that not a deed 
May awaken pain, 
May awaken need. 
JosEPH KRAUSKOPF 


PILLOW AND STONE 


Upon a stone in olden time 
A wanderer sank to rest. 
A wondrous vision soothed his heart, 


How strangely was he blessed! 


The arched sky was his coverlet, 


The night-wind cradle song; 


A ladder mounted heavenward 


Which bore an angel throng. 
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Ah, in these sober days of ours 
When we soft close our eyes, 

No lofty ladder climbs above, 
No angel hosts arise. 


And tho our bed be richly draped 
And royal fares our own, 
Yet oft we waken unrefreshed— 
The pillow’s changed to stone! 
ABRAM S. Isaacs 


EACH CRIME THAT WAKES 


Eacu crime that wakes in man the beast, 
Is visited upon his kind. 

The lust of mobs, the greed of priest, 

The tyranny of kings, combined 

To root his seed from earth again, 

His record is one cry of pain. 


Coward? Not he, who faces death, 
Who singly against worlds has fought, 
For what? A name he may not breathe, 
For liberty of prayer and thought. 
Emma Lazarus, 1882 
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THE PEASIOF VIGH YT 


KINDLE the taper like the steadfast star 
Ablaze on evening’s forehead over the earth, 
And add each night a lustre, till afar 
An eightfold splendor shine above thy hearth. 
Clash, Israel, the cymbals, touch the lyre, 
Blow the brass trumpet and the harsh-tongued horn; 
Chant psalms of vict’ry till the heart take fire, 
The Maccabean spirit leap new-born. 


Remember how from wintry dawn till night, 
Such songs were sung in Zion, when again 
On the high altar flamed the sacred light, 
And, purified from every Syrian stain, 
The fan-like golden shields were hung, 
With crowns and silken spoils, and at the shrine 
Stood, midst their conqueror-tribe, five chieftains, sprung 
From one heroic stock, one seed divine. 


Five branches grown from Mattathias’ stem, 
The Blessed John, the Keen-Eyed Jonathan, 
Simon the Fair, the Burst-of-Spring, the Gem, 
Eleazer, Help-of-God; over all his clan 
Judas, the Lion-Prince, th’ Avenging-Rod, 
Towered in the warrior-beauty, uncrowned king, 
Armed with the breastplate and the sword of God, 
Whose praise is: “He received the perishing.” 


They who had camped within the mountain pass, 
Couched on the rock, and tented ’neath the sky, 
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Who saw from Mizpah’s heights the tangled grass 
Choke the wide temple courts; the altar lie 
Disfigured and polluted; who had flung 
Their faces on the stones, and mourned aloud, 
And rent their garments, wailing with one tongue, 
Crushed as a wind-swept bed of reeds is bowed; 


E’en they, by one voice fired, one heart of flame, 

Though broken reeds, have risen and were men; 
They rushed upon the spoiler and o’ercame; 

Each arm for freedom had the strength of ten. 
Now is their mourning into dancing turned, 

Their sackcloth doffed for garments of delight ; 
Week-long the festive torches shall be burned, 

Music and revelry wed day and night. 


Still ours the dance, the feast, the glorious Psalm, 

The mystic lights of emblem, and the Word. 
Where is our Judas? Where our five-branched palm? 

Where are the lion-warriors of the Lord? 
Clash, Israel, the cymbals, touch the lyre, 

Sound the brass trumpet and the harsh-tongued horn, 
Chant hymns of vict’ry till the heart take fire, 

The Maccabean spirit leap new-born! 

EMMA LAZARUS 
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GIFTS 


“O Wortp-Gop, give me Wealth!” the Egyptian cried. 
His prayer was granted. High as heaven behold 
Palace and pyramid; the brimming tide 
Of lavish Nile washed all his land with gold. 
Armies of slaves toiled ant-wise at his feet, 
World-circling traffic roared through mart and street, 
His priests were gods, his spice-balmed kings enshrined, 
Set death at naught in rock-ribbed charnels deep. 
Seek Pharaoh’s race to-day and ye shall find 
Rust and the moth, silence and dusty sleep. 


“O World-God give me Beauty!” cried the Greek. 
His prayer was granted. All the earth became 
Plastic and vocal to his sense; each peak, 
Each grove, each stream, quick with Promethean 
flame, 
Peopled the world with imaged grace and light, 
The lyre was his, and his the breathing might 
Of the immortal marble, his the play 
Of diamond-pointed thought and golden tongue. 
Go seek the sunshine race, ye find to-day 
A broken column and a lute unstrung. 


“OQ: World-God, give me Power!” the Roman cried. 

His prayer was granted. The vast world was chained 
A captive to the chariot of his pride. 

The blood of myriad provinces was drained 
To feed that fierce, insatiable red heart. 

Invulnerably bulwarked every part 
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Wits serried legions and with close-meshed code, 
‘Within, the burrowing worm had gnawed its home, 
A roofless ruin stands where once abode 
The imperial race of everlasting Rome. 


“O Godhead, give me Truth,” the Hebrew cried. 
His prayer was granted; he became the slave 

Of the Idea, a pilgrim far and wide, 
Cursed, hated, spurned, and scourged with none to 

save. 

The Pharaohs knew him, and when Greece beheld, 
His wisdom wore the hoary crown of old. 

Beauty he hath forsworn, and wealth and power. 
Seek him to-day, and find in every land, 

No fire consumes him, neither floods devour; 
Immortal through the lamp within his hand. 

Emma Lazarus 


THE GHETTO-JEW 


I MARKED in the midst of the glittering throng 
A figure all bent and retreating ; 

His raiment was shabby, and bearded his face, 
His gaze was bewildering and fleeting ; 

And those whose drossiness glared through the gilt 
Guffawed a contemptuous greeting. 


Intently I peered in his time-lined face 
And read there his marvelous story ; 
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His brows were large with the wisdom of pain, 
His locks by affliction made hoary ; 

A memory lurked in the depth of his eyes, 
A prayer and a vision of glory. 


A mem’ry aglow with the splendors of old, 
A prayer of patience and yearning, 

And a vision of Home that gleamed in the dark, 
Through ages of weary sojourning; 

Yet they of the gilded and glittering throng 
Had naught but derision and spurning. 


He folded a dream to his quivering heart 
And nursed it through vigils of ages; 
He gave it the blood of his life to absorb 
Yet mockery now is his wages. 
Shall this be the word his story to close, 
A jeer be the last of its pages? 
RuFus Lears1 


JERUSALEM 


As one who, nightmare-waked, prepares to scream, 

The beads of terror-damp upon his brow, 

But, glimpsing streaks of golden dawn, the vow 
Of Day to Life, takes heart—so, too, we deem 
This vision out of darkness just a gleam, 

Vouchsafed by Him to ease our pain. And now 

What more can grace of God to us allow 
Than making real our people’s time-old dream? 
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O ageless city, dulled by suffering, 

But never ruined, old when Tyre was young 

And Carthage prospered. What wrought He with 

them ? 

Their dust will never see another spring, 

Their pomp and splendor nevermore be sung— 
But you may hope once more—Jerusalem! 

Eras LIEBERMAN 


A CITY GATE IN PALESTINE 


I Love to dream with eyes half-closed 
Of cities far away, 
Of home-returning caravans, 
Which, at the dusk of day 
Move slowly down the dusty road, 
As keen-eyed merchants wait 
While sunset blossoms like a rose 
Behind the city’s gate. 


The city’s gate: it really seems 
That I went there one day, 
Perhaps to purchase and to sell 
Or watch the children play ; 
Or listen to the ancient tale 
The elders loved to tell; 
Or fill the pitchers for the maids 
Who gossiped at the well. 
E. E. LEVINGER 
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RABBI SIMEON AND THE JEWELS 


RaBBiI SIMEON, son of Shetach, 
From a friendly Ishmaelite, 

Bought a camel for a journey, 
Strong in limb, of noble height. 


Rabbi Simeon’s young disciples, 
When they drew the saddle down, 
Found a hidden band of diamonds, 
Fashioned like a royal crown. 


“Rabbi, Rabbi,” cried his pupils, 

“God has blessed thee with this gift!” 
But the Master sternly answered: 
“God commands not theft, but thrift.” 


“Take these diamonds to their owner; 
For a camel I have paid; 

Not for gleaming stones or jewels 
With my comrade did I trade.” 


Thus the Ishmaelite, delighted, 
Saw a deed of honor done. 
And more precious gems than diamonds, 
Rabbi Simeon Shetach won. 
Louis I. NEwMan 
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TWO THRONES 
To the memory of Dr. Theodore Herzl 


“Ts 1T true, O tell me, mother, 
What I was in Cheder told— 
That there are two thrones in heaven 
One of tears and one of gold? 


That the gold throne—gift of Gentiles— 
Has for ages been in use, 

While the throne of tears—unused yet— 
Is the humble gift of Jews. 


But one day when great Jehovah 
Will ascend our throne of tears, 

All the drops will turn to diamonds, 
To illume the saddened years. 


Then Messiah, long awaited, 
Will escape the gates of Rome, 
And will lead his exiled people 
Back to their ancestral home. 


But, alas, our throne is useless, 
For, they say, it lacks a screw— 
Mother, mother, what a pity! 
Is it, prithee, really true?” 


“True, my child, are all the stories 
That you are in Cheder told; 
But that screw must be, my darling, 
Not of tears, and not of gold. 
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Nay, it must be forged of courage 
In the bravest Jewish soul, 

And till then, child, we shall never, 
Never reach our destined goal. 


And till then we shall be exiled, 
Mankind’s God-forsaken Cain; 

And till then we shall be weeping, 
Ever adding tears in vain.” 


Eye-lit stands the boy and pensive 
Still he murmurs, “Is it true?”’— 
And exclaims with childish fervor: 
“Mother, I shall forge the screw!” 
P. M. RaskKIN 


THE SONG OF THE “CHALUTZIM” 


Not as pilgrims, not as mourners 
Do we hail from Earth’s four corners 
To these hills and plains; 
For the storm that roars and rages 
Brought to us the cry of ages, 
Bade us break our chains. 


From the Danube and the Dneiper, 

Where our People, like a leper, 
Dared not raise its head; 

Where the Polish Squire’s “Hof” is, 

Where our fathers sang “Ma-Yoffis” 
For their bitter bread. 
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Thence we come with rod and rammer, 
Plow and spade and wrench and hammer, 
To build on stone and sand; 
Till each waste and rock is witness 
Of our will and skill and fitness 
To re-shape our land. 


Ours is not the God that pities, 
Ours is not the God of cities, 
Ours—the God of the soil; 
From the Carmel and the Tabor 
We proclaim the law of labor, 
Love and song and toil. 


Coming ages—we shall feed them 
With the bread and fruit of freedom, 
Not of shame and tears; 
On the Carmel and the Tabor 
Thus we sing and thus we labor— 
We the pioneers. 
P. M. RaskIN 


THE SONG OF THE PEDDLER 


THE field or the garden—the grain or the grape! 
But can I—a peddler—my life-path re-shape, 
And run from my fate, and the city escape? 


The ghetto-slums nursed me, and there I was bred; 
No grass under foot, and no sun overhead ; 
I sweated, I peddled, [ bartered for bread. 
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For pennies, for pennies, my life I have sold, 
I never have known that the heaven had gold, 
That meadows had pearls unsearched for, untold. 


In rags, and in bones, and in scraps was my trade, 
I knew not the blessing of blossom and blade, 
To toil, and to rest after toil in the shade. 


When thirsty—to drink from a crystal-clear spring, 
And gaze at the grain in the breezes aswing, 
And hear in the distance the harvesters sing. 


I knew not the bliss and the blessing of toil, 
The pride of the man who has conquered the soil, 
And shared in the booty, and ate of its spoil. 


From city to city forever I’m thrown, 
Brick of its brick and stone of its stone, 
A peddler, a peddler—despised and alone. 


And yet there is something still left in my blood, 

That tells me the blade and the blossom are good, 

And I will go back to the field and the wood! 
Puitip M. Raskin 
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ON THE DAY OF ATONEMENT 


WRAPPED in white shawls with blue fringes 
They sway their heads and hands-—and pray: 
This is the judgment Day 

On which Existence hinges. 


“On New Year’s Day it is written, 
On Atonement Day it is sealed: 

In the battle of life who be smitten, 
And who shall conquer the field. 


“Who the mount of life shall climb, 
And who descend; 

Who shall drop before his time, 
Or reach the end. 


“Who shall grow, 
And who—decay ; 
Who must go, 
And who may stay. 


“As beneath a shepherd’s rod 
Sheep are counted on their way, 

So doest Thou, Almighty God, 
Count us one by one this day. 


“Man’s start and end is soil, 

A shard of broken pot; 
The crumb he eats is toil, 

And he—a dream forgot—.” 
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Wrapped in white shawls they pray: 
This is the Judgment Day. 


To and fro as they move 
They look like trees in a grove 
Waved by the autumn breeze; 
Gone are the summer-days warm, 
The forests are sensing the storm-— 
And what are men but trees? 


But silent among them I stand; 
Their prayers I well understand, 
Yet cannot pray with them: 
Ob Godjit T toovam'™a: tree, 
Ah me! 
I am of different root and stem. 


The tempest Jehovah may send 
Can break me, not bend. 


I shall ask from heaven no gift, % 
Like an oak my head I will lift, 
My sky-piercing eyes I will raise, 
Nor flatter, nor beg, nor praise, 
But claim: 
Why have you hidden in flame, 
And drawn the sword from your sheath 
On me, unweaponed, beneath! 


Come down to me from your throne of fire 
With me to plod, like me to tire; 
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Like me the rugged road to trudge— 
And then—judge! 


Whoever you be, no matter ; 

I cannot praise nor flatter; 

I say to you as man to man: 
And if confess I must— 

I do not like your sordid plan 

Of making life a muddy span 
Between eternities of dust. 


Wrapped in white shawls they pray: 
This is the Judgment Day. 


But I alone 
With heart—a stone 
Look on, look on— 
And cannot pray. 
P. M. RasKIN 


THE DEAD ASSEMBLY 
(Ballad) 


Eacu midnight, each midnight they march out in crowds, 
With bundles of faggots concealed in their shrouds, 
Their eyes like quenched embers, their faces like clouds— 
They march to Madrid, and they stay ; 
And where Torquemada’s cathedral once stood, 
The spot that is stained with their ashes and blood, 
They open their shrouds, drop bundles of wood, 
And kindle an auto-da-fe. 
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A. gray-bearded sage in a turban and shawl, 
Of princely demeanor, and stately, and tall, 
Then beckons for silence, proclaiming to all 

In tones that make tremble the sod: 
‘This flame shall bear witness to age and to youth 
That men who taught mankind God’s mercy and ruth, 
Were cast into flames for proclaiming His truth, 

And burnt in the name of their God. 


“And night after night shall be blazing this flame 
And glare on the land as a brand-mark of shame. 
Forever the land of inquisitors’ fame 

To men as a curse shall go down; 
forever the blood of the martyrs shall stain 
The highways and byways and pavements of Spain: 
We swear that our children shall never again 

Return to the blood-spotted town.” 


Then each of the martyrs holds down his right hand, 
And lifts from the fire-heap a smouldering brand, 
And mutters an oath and a curse on the land, 
And slowly steps backward away. 
Thrice “Amen” repeats the retreating dead crowd, 
Thrice “Amen” re-echo the mountains aloud, 
And over Madrid spreads a thickening cloud, 
And stays till the dawn of the day. 
P. M. Raskin 
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THE SEDER 


Cottraces whitewashed, 

And cosy and neat, 
Smilingly waiting 

The spring feast to meet. 
Happy-faced children 

At play here and there, 
Perfume and freshness 

Of spring in the air. 


Bashfully blushing, 

The sun, like a bride, 
Goes down in crimson 

In Westland to hide. 
Soft is the twilight, 

And fragrant and still; 
Little by little 

The synagogues fill. 
One by one kindle 

The night’s gleaming eyes ; 
Candles in windows, 

And stars in the skies. 


Ended in Shul is 

The service divine; 
Seder is started 

With legend and wine. 
Father is blessing 

The night of all nights; 
All who are hungry 

To feast he invites. 


oD 


“They who are homeless 
Yet masters shall be, 
Slaves who are this year— 

The next shall be free!” 
“Questions” by children, 

And father’s replies ; 
Playfully sparkle 

The wine and the eyes. 
Hymns of redemption 

Sing, children, sing, 
Queen is your mother, 

Your father, a king. 


Midnight. The Seder 

Is come to an end; 
Guardian angels 

From heaven descend. 
Each one a message 

Of liberty brings, 
Scattering blessings 

Of peace from his wings. 


Asleep is the townlet, 
The field, and the lake; 
Only the full moon 
Above is awake. 
Shedding a shower 
Of silvery light 
Guarding God’s chosen, 
God’s people tonight. 
P. M. Raskin 
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ROSH HASHANAH 


Our year begins with burnished leaves 
That flame in frost and rime, 

With purple grapes and golden sheaves 
In harvest time. 


Our year begins with biting cold, 
With winds and storms and rain; 

The new year of the Jew grows old 
In strife and pain. 


When others say the year has died, 
We say the year is new, 

And we arise with power and pride 
To prove it true. 


Kor we begin where others end, 
And fight where others yield ; 
And all the year we work and tend 
Our harvest field. 
Jessie E, SAMPTER 


HOMEWARD 


O, Moruer, in the street to-day 
I saw an old, old man; 

His eyes were sad; I stopped my play, 
And to his side I ran; 

Upon his back a heavy sack ; 

His beard was white, his eyes were black. 
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I touched this traveler’s staff; I said: 
“What have you in vour bag?” 

The old man smiled and shook his head ; 
“My people’s load I drag; 

The staff of faith is in my hand; 

My son, I seek the Holy Land.” 


“And who is King,” I wondering said, 

The old man smiled and shook his head; 
“His name J dare not speak— 

But there my sack and staff shall fall, 

And Ill grow young and straight and tall.” 


With age he trembled as he spoke, 
And said: “1 shall not die.” 
Though worn and ragged was his cloak, 
He said: “A prince am I. 
My son, this wonder you will see,” 
He said, “for you'll be there with me.” 
Jessie E, SAMPTER 


THE LAND 


O LittLe Lanp of lapping seas, 
Of vineyards, vales and hills, 

Of tender rains and rainbow plains, 
Of deserts and of rills; 

O little Land of mounting crags, 
Of lonely height and deep, 

A world away thy children stray 
And long and wait and weep. 
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From Egypt’s flesh-pots, Lord of wrath, 
With mighty outstretched hand, 
Through seas and mountains cleave our path; 
Oh Lord, redeem our Land! 
I know the golden oranges 
Englobed beneath the moon, 
The sky that spills ’twixt seas and hills 
Its shining draught of noon, 
The vines that bind our holy hills 
With grapes like jewels set, 
The silver green of olive sheen— 
Oh, can my soul forget! 
Jessie E, SAMPTER 


TEPHILLIN 


Erect he stands, in fervent prayer, 
His body cloaked in silken Tallis ; 
He seems a king, so free from care, 
His wife a queen, his home a palace, 
His arm and head, his brawn and brain, 
He dedicates to God in Heaven; 
For Him he suffers toil and pain, 
Endures whatever lot he’s given. 


Around his arm seven times is wrapped 
A wide phylactery, glistening thong; 
His shaggy, curly hair is capped 
By still another, tough and strong. 
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These bands he wears while soft he prays, 
Devoting strength and mind to God; 
His body slowly, gently sways— 
He walks the ground his fathers trod. 


This daily commune with the Master 
Lifts him above mere common clay; 
The Jewish heart, like alabaster, 
Grows pure and purer every day, 
For he who loves a Higher Being 
Must love all creatures here below ; 
And he who knows there’s one All-Seeing, 
Knows all he can and e’er will know. 
AARON SCHAFFER 


THE CEDARS OF LEBANON 


But the waves of the fury of nations 


Swept down on the trees of the vale, 


Like rolling and wild inundations 


Lashed on by the blasts of the gale. 


And the strength of the cedars was shattered, 


Their frames into shreds were cleft, 


And their limbs on the billows were scattered— 


Yet the roots in the mountain were left. 
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And the seeds of the trees were taken 
And lodged in the land of their foes, 
And there untended, forsaken, 
New cedars arose. 


And the foe his proud branches entwining 
Above them, shut off from their view 

The sun that upon them was shining, 
And robbed them of rain and of dew. 


And mocked were the once mighty cedars, 
Their name a disgrace was become, 
For they had not, they had not the leaders 
To bring them home. 
HENRY SCHNITTKIND 


ECCE HOMO 


My Sout— 

A huge primeval forest afire, 
Seraphim swaying in leaping chariots 
Toward the blue in the sky. 


My heart— 

A hoarse cracked tower bell, 
Helplessly calling, bellowing 
In the still folds of the night. 
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My song— 

The soft thin wail of the Wind 

In the weeping willow trees 

On the dark, dark rivers of Babylon. 


My death— 

Ah! My death—the kiss eternal 

That will draw my soul out 

Like a cloud swooping upon the sea. 
MorveEcal SHEVELL 


POR DRY 


Gop made the world with rhythm and rime— 
The sun’s refrain he made the moon; 
He swung the stars to beat in time 
And set the universe in tune. 
He gave the seas their mighty tongue, 
He gave his winds their lyric wings, 
And thus the very soul of Song 
Was woven in the scheme of things. 


To-day this wonder was revealed 
Upon a twilight colored plain; 
I saw it in the town and field, 
I heard it in the singing rain. 
The bows and birds repeated it, 
The streams intoned it as they ran, 
And then I saw how closely knit 
Were God and Poetry with man. 
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A rift of sky—a group of trees, 
A ripple and a swallow’s dart, 
The cadence of a dying breeze, 
Like sudden music, swept my heart; 
A laughing child looked up and sprang 
To greet me at the homeward climb— 
And all about me surged and sang 
The world God made with rhythm and rime. 
Louris UNTERMEYER 


TWO JEWISH FOLK-SONGS 
I 


THERE was a king in Israel, 
He had a golden queen, 
Often within her garden 
The lovers could be seen. 
Sleep, my birdie, close to your mother. 
I have lost my love; I will have no other. 


There was a tree in the garden, 
The tree was noble and wide; 
It held a nest in its branches 
In which a blackbird cried: 
Sleep my birdie, close to your mother. 
I have lost my love; I will have no other. 


The well-loved king has perished; 
Dead is the queen he cherished; 
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The great, green tree is rotten; 

The blackbird is forgotten. 
Sleep, my birdie, close to your mother. 
I have lost my love; I will have no other. 


II 


Once when I went out walking, 
Tra-la-la-la-la. 
Once when I went out walking, 
I met a dark young man. 
He smiled and started talking; 
And so it all began. 
Alas! 


With lover’s words he fed me. 
Tra-la-la-la-la. 
With lover’s words he fed me; 
And when I cried with shame, 
He swore that he would wed me 
Before the summer came. 
Alas! 


My fears were quickly banished, 

Tra-la-la-la-la. 
My fears were quickly banished; 

His eyes were warm and true... 
Summer’s last leaf has vanished, 

And he has vanished, too. 

Alas! 
Louts UNTERMEYER 
From “Roast Leviathan” Jonathan Cape, London. 
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LOST JERUSALEM 


I BOUGHT my paper at the crowded corner 
And almost shouted as I read the news: 
“Jerusalem Taken—Freedom for the Jews.” 
Here was a line to answer friend and scorner! 
A triumph for the just; a proof that Time, 
So negligent of the affairs of men, 

Had turned and given us our own at last. 
And then 

He stumbled past— 

A cross between a monarch and a mourner. 
Dark-eyed and dismal, but with a sublime 
Assurance in his face. 

A pride of race 

Endowed him with an insolent sort of grace; 
Something at once rebellious and resigned; 
A dignity that shamed the yoke; 

A warmth that called and clasped me to my kind. 
And then he spoke: 


“What should we want with Zion now, we Jews 
With iron in our souls, with brain and thews 

Hardened by hammering epochs: We who made 
Thundering dictates that have swayed 

And outlived conquering empires: We 

In whom a fresh and fiery energy 

Has blossomed into psalms and saviours, turned 

A savage tribe to kings and priests that burned 

To set a whole world free. 

Dreamers that rose against the darkening hordes; 
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Poets in armor; prophets bearing swords— 

We who have lived, triumphant in defeat, 
Spurring a lagging world, shall we now meet 

To find the softest path, the easiest road 

And run, rejoicing, to a snug retreat? 

What trade have we with comfort well-bestowed, 
Who are the world’s uncomfortable goad! 
Sorrow has been our quickening bread, and pain 
The healing wine that made us strong again. 

A race of exiled shepherds without a fold, 

We sought new flocks and stopped to weep 

Over a hundred homes we could not keep; 
Gathering for others what they could not hold. 


By the waters of Babylon 

We sat down and wept; 

Upon the comfortless willows 

We hung our harps. 

A kingdom of priests and a holy nation, 
We were nourished on hate. 
Lifting our eyes to the hills 

We praised all goodness and drank 
Poison and prejudice, 

Bigotry and death... 

So we went forth— 

Outcast, defrauded, maligned— 
Sowing the world with faith; 
Kindling the world with a dream. 


Kindling the earth with a dream, we spread our seed, 
Warriors and wise men rising from our bones. 
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Summoning Maccabeus in our need, 

Judas the Hammer sprang up from the stones. 
We struck with him for nothing but a screed; 
Assembling all the scattered tomes 

And fragments of the Law, we fought and freed 
The unborn Western world. We challenged Rome 
Upon the blood-soaked ruins of our home. 

And from Bar Kochba’s smoldering defeat 

We gather strength to stand against the flood 

Of les and inquisitions, greed and blood, 

When chivalry became a pious cheat. 

We lived to brood and suffer while the fires 

Of hate beat over us at every step, 

While the crusaders raged with bloody feet 
And murder, to the tune of “Hep, Hep, Hep 
Danced at our doors or swaggered down the street. 
The night hears voices death could never kill 

In Treves and Strasburg, Worms, Cologne and Spires. 
Our ghosts still cry in York and in Seville. 

The walls of Kishinev are never still. 

There was but one escape for us at last— 

To turn to lusty legends like a blast 

Of heartening trumpets, wring new life from these; 
Facing dark futures with our fiery past, 

Or heal ourselves in orient imageries. 


1” 


In Paradise 

There are sixty myriads of trees. 
The meanest among them is taller 
Than the cedars of Lebanon 
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And richer than clusters of camphire in vineyards 
of Engedi. 

In every corner 

There are eighty myriads of angels, 

Bright as the grains of a polished pomegranate 

Washed in the silver waters of the moon. 

The Tree of Life stands in the very center 

And shades the whole of the heavens. 

It has fifteen thousand tastes 

And the perfumes thereof vary likewise. 

Over it hang seven clouds of glory. 

Wild beasts are friendly beneath it 

And the winds sing in its branches forever. 

And we shall inherit it. 

We shall dwell in the fifth of the heavens 

That is built of raw silver with a wainscot of gold. 

The canopies are all of stars 

And the coverlets of the jeweled beds 

Are purple and blue silks 

Woven by Eve herself. 

We shall lie softly there 

And see the sun come from his chamber like a 
bridegroom, 

Or like a strong man about to run a race. 

We shall watch him rise to run a race. 

We shall watch him rise in the morning, 

Fresh from his bath of flame, 

Scattering drops of daylight through the skies. 

We shall talk with Elijah. 

And every Monday and Thursday, on Sabbaths 
and holy days, 
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The Patriarchs shall walk with us, 

And the twelve sons of Jacob, 

And Moses and David and all the kings of Israel 
Shall pass with the Messiah. 

The gates of carbuncle shall lift their heads, 
The rocks shall clap their hands, 

Forgotten crannies of the earth be green pavilions 
And dusty crevices shall bloom with laughter! 


So we have flourished, fed on dreams and doubt, 

God-makers and god-breakers, lashing out 

With Job-like questioning at God and death 

And answering ourselves in that same breath. 

An angry blaze, a scornful thundering 

-At all things and a faith in everything. 

A fire that swept through Joshua and came 

To white perfection in Spinoza’s flame; 

That lit Lassalle’s and Heine’s ironies, 

And shone in somber radiance from the lives 

Of Ibn Ezra to Maimonides. 

The light that, often dimmed, persists and strives 

Through poisonous clouds, from Mendelssohn to 
Marx: 

The sun of which they all were scattered sparks. 

Hillel and Jesus—even so are we— 

A race that burns, an ever fiery sword, 

To rescue tolerance and set freedom free. 

This is our mission, let us never cast 

Away our boldness which hath great reward.... 


Into the world then, let us bear this light, 
Not skulk back home with it, but swing the bright 
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Brand into musty corners. Let the flame 

Beat on all smug deceit and placid shame. 
Turning our backs on softness, we shall go, 
Making fresh fires and stronger beacons burn 
There where the fight is darkest. Let us turn 
Like a new army risen from old dreams, 

To sterner measures, universal schemes 
Wherever something struggles, climbs or delves. 
So let us shine above the past we know 

And be a light not only to ourselves. 


Out of unburied ages came a voice: 

“Listen, O isles, unto me 

And hearken, ye people, from afar. 

The Lord hath called me and said, 

Thou art my servant, O Israel, in whom I am 
glorified! 

Yet it is too small a thing that thou shouldst be 
by servant é 

To raise up only the tribes of Jacob 

And to restore the preserved of Israel: 

No—I will give thee also 

For a light to the Gentiles, 

As a beacon to all men, 

That my desire and thy mission reach 

Unto the ends and stretches of the world.” 


He stopped. 

The gray dusk dropped its thin disguise 

A moment only, and the crowd surged on. 

A newsboy shrieked the news again and hopped 
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Between us as I sought the old man’s eyes 
That seemed so wise, benevolent and wan; 
Less of a mystery than a shining clue. 
I turned to ask something I think I knew 
But never can be sure of. 
He was gone. 

Lourts UNTERMEYER 


From “Roast Leviathan” 
Jonathan Cape, London. 


CHURCH SOCIABLE 


“ISNT IT QUAINT,” he turned and said to me, 
“To watch these village people at the fair?” 
But I had seen too often what was there; 
I shrugged impatience at his sympathy .. . 
I was a child again, and Mrs. Lee 
And other members of The Ladies’ Aid 
At tables on the lawn, a meek parade, 
Were serving cakes and glasses of iced-tea. 


I hated this weak pomp of charity, 
This pauper feast to aid the stricken poor. 


I watched these too-thin ladies seek their door 


In sweetly pious insincerity ; 
Holding themselves so righteously alone, 
Turning their Christian backs on Mrs. Cohn. 
JEAN STARR UNTERMEYER 
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TOLERANCE AND TRUTH 


SOMETIMES, when I hear people mouth the ard 
“toleration,” 

I am moved by a fury and a kind of pity too. 

Because I know they have run too long with 
Compromise, 

That girl of easy virtue, 

Who yields to all with a slack smile, 

And weakens her paramours by their quick and musty 

victories. 


How different they who seek Truth, 

She, whose radiant virtue is a beacon in strange 
places. 

No man can wholly possess her; 

But they become strong who follow her searching 
footsteps ; 

Strengthened by that slow and rigorous pursuit— 

' And the hope of her shining surrender. 

Jean STARR UNTERMEYER 


A SYNAGOGUE IN POLAND 


I stuMBLE, from the foul and noisy street, 

Down four flag steps, into the basement gloom. 
Here Rembrandt figures in the bare, bleak room 
Drone from the Talmud. Deep in their retreat 
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Blear-eyed old women mumble at their prayers. 
A tall swart youth with spirit-haunted eyes 
Winds praying shawl about him, while he stares 
Into the dimness, at the forms which rise. 


The reader pounds the desk for evening prayer; 
An awful quite falls. God’s presence creeps 
Upon these swaying bodies, bent and spare. 
“Out of the depths I call,’ a hoarse voice weeps; 
“How long, O Lord?” cuts through the air. A thrill, 
A beard droops low, and all again is still. 

LEAH RACHEL YOFFIE 


SEDER NIGHT IN LONDON 


Prosaic miles of streets stretch all around 
Astir with restless, hurried life, and spanned 
By arches that with thund’rous trains resound, 
And throbbing wires that galvanise the land; 
Gin-palaces in tawdry splendour stand; 

The newsboys shriek of mangled bodies found; 
The last burlesque is playing in the Strand— 
In modern prose all poetry seems drowned. 


Yet in ten thousand homes this April night 
An ancient People celebrates its birth 
To Freedom, with a reverential mirth, 
With customs quaint and many a hoary rite, 
Waiting until its tarnished glories bright, 
Its God shall be the God of all the earth. 

IsRAEL ZANGWILL 
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THEODOR HERZL 


FAREWELL, O Prince; farewell, O sorely tried! 

You dreamed a dream and you have paid the cost: 

To save a people leaders must be lost, 

By foe and followers be crucified. 

Yet ’tis your body only that has died, 

The noblest soul in Judah is not dust 

But fire that works in every vein and must 

Reshape our life, rekindling Israel’s pride. 

So we behold the captain of our strife 

Triumphant in the moment of eclipse; 

Death has but fixed him in immortal life, 

His flag upheld, his trumpet at his lips, 

And while we, weeping, rend our garment’s hem, 

“Next year,’ we cry, “next year, Jerusalem.” 
IsRAEL ZANGWILL 


OUR OWN 


Jews of the great Republic, 
Clasped to her mother-breast, 
Nestling so warm and peaceful 
Within that bosom blest, 
Turn to our tortured Europe, 
Hark to the myriad moan 
Of pinched lips, white with hunger, 
That stiffen as they groan, 
And remember in these wan creatures runs the blood that 
is your own. 
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Their sires and yours together 
Bore Spain’s or Poland’s scorn; 
With quenchless faith in marshfires 
They followed after morn. 
They built their house on quicksand, 
Or the red volcano’s cone, 
And every age beheld it 
Engulfed or overthrown, 
For never in all the ages did a home remain their own. 


By devastated dwellings, 
By desecrated fanes, 
By hearth-stones, cold and crimsoned, 
And slaughter-reeking lanes, 
Again is the Hebrew quarter 
Through half of Europe known; 
And crouching in the shambles, 
Rachel, the ancient crone, 
Weeps again for her children and the fate that is their 
own. 


No laughter rings in these ruins 
Save of girls to madness shamed, 
Their mothers disemboweled 
Lie stark ’mid children maimed. 
The Shool has a great congregation 
But never a Psalm they drone, 
Shrouded in red-striped Tallisim, 
Levi huddles with Kohn; 
But the blood from their bodies oozing is the blood that is 
your own. 
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Shot some six to a bullet, 
Lashed and trailed in the dust, 
Mutilated with hatchets 
In superbestial lust— 
No monster can ever be doing 
What Christians do or condone— 
Surely these bear our burden 
And for our sins atone, 
And if we hide our faces, then the guilt is as our own. 


JLaden with babes and bundles, 
Footsore on every road, 
Their weary remnants wander, 
With bayonets for goad. 
They cry: Shema Yisroel 
In tragic monotone, 
And if ye, Israel, hear not, 
By whom shall ruth be shown? 
' For the strength whereby God saves us is the strength 
that is our own. 


Alas! for the wizened infants, 
Sucking at stone-dry breasts, 

Alas! for the babies writhing 

In the grip of plagues and pests. 
They are fever-stricken and famished, 

They are rotten of skin and bone, 
Yet their mothers must die and leave them 

To suffer and starve alone. 
And any one of these children might be your very own. 
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Barefoot, ragged and staring 
Like walkers in their sleep, 
Feeding on bark or sawdust, 
The doomed processions creep; 
Crawling through marsh or snowdrift 
Or forest overgrown, 
They bear on high their Torah 
Like a flag to heaven flown; 
They prove how great their spirit, let us prove how great 
our own. 


At last but a naked rabble, 
Clawing the dust for bread, 
Jabbering, wailing, whining, 
Hordes of the living dead, 
Half apes, half ghosts, they grovel, 
Nor human is their tone, 
Yet they are not brutes but brethren, 
These wrecks of the hunger-zone, 
And their death-cry rings to heaven in the tongue that is 
your own. 


Jews of the great Republic, 
Who gave your sons to death, 
That Peace be born in Europe 
And Justice draw new breath, 
Will ye still endure to witness 
As of yore your kindred thrown 
To races whose souls are savage, 
To tribes whose hearts are stone, 
Compared with the love and mercy that for ages have 
warmed our own? 
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Set your Res to the Shofar, 
Wakea a fiery bast, 
Shnill to the heathen nations— 
This Saughter shall be the hs! 
Peace-greeting 


Ou the Hebrew trumpet Nlown, 
And the faith of the whole world’s peoples is the faith 
that is our own, 


Tsaam. Zanewith 


Part II 


POEMS TRANSLATED FROM THE HEBREW, 
YIDDISH AND OTHER LANGUAGES. 
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A BENEDICTION 


BLESSED be all that delivers us 
From the pain of reality: 

Blessed be the song of Beethoven, 
The blood of the grape, 

And the seed of the poppy. 


Blessed be all who deliver us 
From the misfortune of living: 
Blessed be the weavers of dream 
And the makers of laughter. 


It is easier to die 
Amid mirages 

Than in the net of tears 
We call reality. 


A. ALMI 


Translated from the Yiddish, 


THE PROPHET’S LAST WORD 


TuHE Lord hath sent me here to you, 
For he hath seen that you are few; 
His eyes have seen your sad decay, 
How fast you aged from day to day; 
The hand of vengeance did relent, 
The eye of Justice softer grew, 
Repenting of his stern intent, 

The Lord hath brought me here to you. 
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Thus spake the Lord unto me: Lo, 

This burden I no more can bear ; 
Wring from their heart a groan of woe, 
Force also from their eye a tear; 

And heavy be the tear and bitter, 

And thund’rous be their final groan, 
That earth shall shake, and at her quake 
The evil powers be overthrown. 
Obedient, I rose and went, 

My path was strewn with many stones ; 
One thought, one feeling urged me on, 
And deeply burned within my bones: 
That you by brutish breasts were rent 
With no one to relieve your groans. 

I want to help you to be freed, 

I thought you were in fearful need; 
The Lord hath burdened me with heart 
Which unto others’ torture turneth, 
That suffers for another’s smart, 

In everyone’s Gehanna burneth! 


I heard you were consumed with fear, 

And thought you knew and trembling, stayed, 
Waiting, choking with your tear, 

And pleading consolation, aid. 

My thoughts, my footsteps lead to you, 

I come, I come your wounds to heal, 

And I will suffer, bleed with you, 

My pain shall equal your ordeal! 

And where there’s need my tongue shall lick 
The blood which from your wounds doth flow; 
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I'll wake the strong, revive the sick, 
Your bondage and your chains shall go. 


I come, I come! Be you at rest, 
A hope of vengeance I do bear; 

From God with spirit I am blest, 

You shall not fall in your despair! 


With strength my frame the Lord hath fired 

Which uproots hills and is not tired; 

A tongue the Lord hath given me, 

Like a razor-edge and free; 

If you are stone, then it is iron, 

If you are iron, it is steel, 

Til come and show my face, and lo, 
Together you will rise with zeal! 

And now before your door I stand; 

My language from my lips has fled; 

The night hath touched me with its hand, 

My light, my spark is cold and dead! 

For when I came, you did deride, 

And I was met with scorn and shame, 

The hand of God is thrust aside, 

And ridiculed the Sacred Name! 

I have no further words for you, 

The word of God is dead to you; 

I spoke a word— as though the wind 

Had borne it off that word did pass; 

Another word I spoke—it fell 

Like a dew-drop on the grass. 

But oh, the grass did turn, be’ng dry, 
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To ashes as though from a spark. 
Then uttered I a bitter cry 
That like a bullet made its mark, 
And like the thunder crashed its way 
Upon that splendid summer day 
Unto your hearts—and did not fail. 
And then broke from your lips a wail, 
And then your tear rolled from your eye! 
But woe is me! your tears are false! 
Who will believe your weeping—who? 
Not God, not I, not even you! 

Ga. N. BrArikK 


Translated from the Yiddish by Samuel Roth 


THE DEAD OF THE WILDERNESS 


_ YONDER great shadow—that blot on the passionate glare 
of the desert— 

‘Tis not an army of lions couched in the sun with their 
young ones, 

"Tis not the pride of the forests of Bashan uprooted 
and fallen: 

Those are the dead of the wilderness under the 
sunlight recumbent. 

Hard by their tents are they laid, like children of Anak 
for stature, 

Stretched on the desolate sands like numberless lions 
in slumber; 
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Under the might of their limbs the floor of the desert 
is hollowed. 

Armed as for battle the sleep and clad in the armour 
of giants; 

Swords like to crags at their heads and spears ’twixt 
their shoulders protruding, 

Sound to their girdle the quiver and firm in the sand 
is the lance thrust. 


Deep in the earth are their heads sunk, heavy with 
tangles neglected, 

Matted and monstrous and vast, and uncouth as the 
mane of a lion; 

Matted and monstrous and vast are their beards like 
to tangles of serpents. 

Strong are their faces and burnished and darkened to 
bronze are their eyelids, 

Targets to arrows of sunlight and rocks to the fury of 
tempests. 

Hard are their foreheads and grim and changeless up- 
turned to the heavens, 

Eyes that are cruel and terrible peer through the 
tangle of eyebrows. 

Cast as of lava upthrown from volcanos and hardened 
their breasts are 

Lifted like anvils of iron that wait for the blow of the 
hammer; y 

Yet though the hammer of time beats long and 
unceasing upon them 

Like to the stone that enfolds it the strength of their 
hearts sleeps forever. 
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Only the faces unmoving, the breasts multitudinous, 
naked, 

Strangely are covered, like ancient memorials, with 
runes of the desert 

Graven by arrows and swords which the tempests 
have tossed and uplifted. 

And when the eagle descends in his flight to behold he 
shall read there, 

Graven on breast and on brow, the tale of unbroken 
endurance, 

How many arrows and spears these breasts have 
encountered and shattered. 


Sunlight and darkness revolve and cycle succeeds unto 
ey cle, 

Storm winds awake and are stilled and the desert 
turns back to its silence. 

Far stand the crags, as amazed in beholding the first 
things created, 

- Clothed by the silence with splendor, the proud, the 
eternally-lonely, ; 

Limitless stretches the wilderness, lifeless and 
soundless. 

Lost to the end of all time is the jubilant voice of the 
giants, 

Laid into stillness for ever the tumult that followed 
their footsteps ; 

Where they once trod are now lifted the sandhills and 
crags of the desert. 

Silence has breathed on the mighty and cast into 
slumber their fierceness, 
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And the hot winds of the desert eaten their strength 
and their beauty. 

Fierce burns the sand on the blades gigantic and 
wears them to brightness; 

Blinding arrows of sunlight shot at the heads of the 
lances 

Break into myriads of sparks that are dashed on the 
breasts of the sleepers 

Lying there bared to the desolate sunlight for ever 
and ever. 

Dried by the withering east-wind, dust of their bodies 
is lifted, 

Whirled into other lands, scattered there under the 
footsteps of pygmies; 

Jackals there nuzzle with unclean snouts in the ruins 
of heroes. 

No one remembers among them the old generation of 
giants 

Fallen and turned into voiceless stone in the sands of 
the desert. 

Sometimes a shadow is born alone on the face of the 
desert, 

Floats on the sand till it reaches the ranks of the army of 
sleepers, 

Trembles a moment above them and breaks into circles 
of motion, 

Suddenly chooses a body outstretched and over it hangs 
and is moveless; 

And the body beneath it is darkened and half of its 
neighbor. 
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Suddenly quivers the air as the pinions stupendous are 
folded. 

Full with his weight like a meteor descending he falls on 
his victim— 

One of the eagle-kings, crag-born, crooked of beak and 
talon. 

Over the breast of the sleeper a granite-like talon is 
lifted ; 

Yet but an instant and granite on granite will ring in the 
stillness ; 

And in that instant he pauses and stands with his talon 
uplifted, 

Still and rebuked in his pride by the loftier pride of the 
sleeper ; 

Wondering stands, then unfolds the strength of his 
pinions and rises, 

Beating great waves through the air and screaming in 
stretches of sunlight, 

- Scales untiring the measureless heights and is lost in the 


splendor. 

Long, long after still flutters, held fast on the point of a 
lancehead 

One grey feather that fell unseen, and unmarked was 
abandoned, 


Flutters and strains at the lance-head and fluttering 
earthwards is wafted. 

Silence returns to the desert and peace to the sleep of the 
heroes. 

Sometimes when mid-day is hot and the desert swoons 
under the sunlight, 
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Slides from its fastness a serpent, vast as the beam of a 
weaver, 

Issues to warm on the sands the glistening rings of his 
body. 

Now he shrinks on himself, coils himself moveless and 
breathless, 

Languid with joy in the warmth and bathing in light as 
in waters; 

Now he wakes and uncoils and stretches his length in the 
sunlight, 

Opens the width of his jaws and his scales as like 
network of lightnings, 

Spangled and knitted in splendor, a lonely delight in the 
desert. 


Sudden he starts from his languor, leaps into rigid 
attention, 

Bends and unwinds on the sand, then swiftly he glides 
from his station 

Over the waste, till he reaches the army of sleepers and 
stands there, 

Lifted one third in the air, like a column of bright 
hieroglyphics, 

Raises his crown and outstretches his neck, and his eye- 
balls green sparkle. 

Swaying he broods on the slumbering army from margin 
to margin. 

Vast is the soundless encampment and countless the dead 
it encloses, 

Numberless, numberless faces and foreheads exposed to 
the heavens. 
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Then like a flash reawakens the hatred of dead 
generations, 

Gleams in the start of his eyes like a brand that is sudden 
uncovered. 

Hatred instinctive and ancient runs through the shudder- 
ing body. 

Trembling he iowers his head and darts with it hither and 
thither, 

Hangs then suspended an instant and stares in the face 
of a sleeper. 

Under their hoods are his eyeballs twin centres of hatred 
and fury; 

Hissing he opens his jaws and the flash of his fangs is 
uncovered— 

And in that instant he pauses, sinks on the coils of his 
body, 

Stilled and rebuked in his rage by the bitterer rage of the 
sleeper— 

Sinks and uncircles his length and turns from the visage 
of granite, 

Moves off, a rhythm of waves, till his splendor is lost in 
the distance. 

Silence returns to the desert and peace to the sleep of the 
heroes. 


Moonlight descends on the waste and sleeps on the 
measureless broadness, 

Lays on the desert a garment speckled with light and 
with shadow. 

Pallid the wilderness league after league rolls from 
dimness to dimness. 
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Broad at the foot of the towering crags are their shadows 
recumbent, 

Couched like dragons primeval, things from the dawn of 
creation. 

Gathered in monstrous conspiracy under the cover of 
darkness— 

They will arise ere the morning, return to the caverns 
they came from. 

Mournful the moon from her loneliness looks on the 
mystery threefold— 

Wilderness, midnight and monsters crept out from the 
dawn of creation. 

Lapped is the desert in merciless dreams of its old 
desolation, 

Wails in its dreams and its wailing half uttered is broken 
and stifled. 

Sometimes a wandering lion, thewed as with roots of an 
oak tree, 

Massive and certain of footstep comes down to the army 
and stands there, 

Raises his head from his shoulders heavy magnificent— 
crested. 

Fitfully gleam the two eyeballs over the enemy army; 

Vast is the army outspread and its vastness is utterly 
silent ; 


Dark is the sleep of the heroes, there is not an eyelid 
aflutter. 

Shadows of lances, like thongs, are close on their bodies 
and bind them. 
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Moonlight is spilled on their faces and rims the black 
mass of their eyebrows. 

Stonelike in wonder the lion stares at their slumbering 
power, 

Till from his wonder awaking he shakes with his roaring 
the desert, 

Startling the mountains and setting the flanks of the 
desert a-tremble. 

Far pours the strength of his voice and the crags in the 
distance give answer, 

Hither and thither is rolled till it crumbles in fragments 
of thunder 

Then in a wailing responsive arises the cry of the jackals, 

Mingles with howling of beasts till the night-time is 
hideous with voices— 

This is the ‘wail of the desert, a desperate protest and 
bitter, 

Worn with the infinite vigil and weary with long 
desolation. 

- Still stands the lion, intent on the tumult his strength has 
awakened ; 

Silent he turns from the dead and is kingly again in his 
silence, 

Turns and departs like a king and his eyes are like 
torches attendant, 

Massive and certain of step departs and is lost in the 
darkness. 

Long is the desert awake and its bitterness will not be 
silenced, 

Long it moans for its ancient pain and the comfortless 
future. 
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Dawn returns and the desert is weary from moaning, and 
slumbers, 

Slumbers and yet is awake, and shrinks from the day and 
its evil. 

Slow dies the moon in her pallor and droops to the rim of 
the heavens ; 


Stealthy the shadows arise from under the crags, and 
they are not. 

Gaunt stand the rocks to the morning and anger 1s 
written upon them; 

Under the wrath of their looks the desert is timid and 
trembles. 

Strains to answer with anger responsive and fails and is 
voiceless, 

Stilled by the shattering sun. And silence returns as for 
ever. 

Deep is the sleep of the heroes . . . and cycle succeeds 
unto cycle. 

But there are moments when, tortured too long by the 
silence eternal, 

Wild with unbearable sickness of aeons, the desert 
uprises, 

Wakens and rages for vengeance against the inhuman 
Creator, 

Raises a column of sand to ascend to the fastness of 
heaven, 

Once and for ever to meet Him and shatter the throne of 
his glory, 

Once for the torture eternal to loose the floods of its 
fury, 
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Sweep his whole world into darkness and bring back the 
kingdom of chaos . 

‘Then the Creator is stirred, and His anger envelopes the 
heavens. 

Like a great cover of iron, He bends them to blot out 
the desert. 

Red from the blast of His breath, the flame of His anger 
outbreaking 

Wraps the desert in fury and scatters its crags in a 
furnace. 

Stubborn and bitter the desert responds, and new furies 
are loosened, 

Rise from the bowels of Hell, and all earth is in fury 
confounded. 

Seized by the madness that spins like a vehement wheel 
in the vastness 

Tigers and lions, with manes uplifted and eyeballs 
aglitter, 

Join in the riot infernal, and howl with the voice of the 
tempest, 

Lifted and torn by the strength of the tempest like 
gossamer insects. 

And in that instant— 

Wakes the terrible power that slumbered in chains, 

Suddenly stirs and arises the old generation of heroes, 

Mighty in battle: their eyes are like lightning, like blades 
are their faces. 

Then flies the hand to the sword. 

Sixty myriads of voices—a thunder of heores—awaken, 

Crash through the tempest and tear asunder the rage of 
the desert. 
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Round them is wildness and blindness: 
And they cry 

“We are the mighty!” 

The last generation of slaves and the first generation of 
freemen! 

Alone our hand in its strength 

Tore from the pride of our shoulders the yoke of 
bondage. 

We lifted our heads to the heavens, and behold their 
broadness was narrow in the pride of our eyes, 

So we turned to the desert, we said to the Wilderness: 
“Mother!” 

Yea, on the tops of the crags, in the thickness of clouds, 

With the eagles of heaven we drank from her fountains 
of freedom. 

And who is lord of us? 

Even now, though the God of Vengeance has shut the 
desert upon us, 

A song of strength and revolt has reached us, and we 
rise. 

To arms! To arms! Form ranks! Forward! 

Forward into the heavens and the wrath thereof. 

Behold us! We will ascend 

With the tempest! 

Though the Lord has withdrawn His hand from us, 

And the Ark stands moveless in its place, 

Still we will ascend—alone! 

Even under the eye of His Wrath, daring the lightning 
of His countenance, 

We will carry with storm the citadels of the hills, 

And face to face in combat encounter the armed foe! 
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Listen! 

The storm, too, calls unto us—‘“Courage and daring!” 

To arms! To arms! Let the hills be shattered and the 
mountains blasted into dust, 

Or let our lifeless bodies be heaped in countless cairns. 

Forward! 

On to the hills! 

And in that instant the desert is wild with a fierce 
anger— 

And who shall conquer it? 

In the storm goes up a terrible voice, a mingling of cries. 

It must surely be 

That the desert is bringing to birth a deed of evil, 

A bitter thing, a cruel and a terrible... 

Passed is the tempest. The desert is silent and pure is 
the silence. 

Bright is the broadness of heaven, and marvellous quiet 
beneath it. 

Now from their terror awaking. the caravans trapped in 
the tempest 

Rise from their crouching and call on their God and 
adore Him and praise Him. 

Still in the sand are the sixty myriads of heroes aslumber. 

Darkened their faces, for death has brought them to 
peace with their Maker. 


No man knoweth the place of their slumber. The crags 
of the desert, 

Split by the strength of their rising, over them closed in 
their falling, 

Sometimes a rider in daring adventure his caravan 
leaving 
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Spurs his horse over onwards and enters the heart of the 
desert. 

Strong is the heart of the rider, and swift is the horse to 
the spurring. 

Riding, he flings up his spear in the sunlight, and takes it 
descending, 

Throws it and takes it again, and throws it again and 
pursues it; 

Like to a river of lightning it flashes and dances before 
him. 

Far in the distance a vision appears, and the horse is 
drawn onwards, 

Mounts with its rider a hill the clouds overtopping—and 
sudden, 

Quivering it pauses and looks, then bounds to the rear by 
its whole length. 

Startled, the rider uplifts his hand for a shadow and 
Wazes 114.0) 

Stonelike he stands with his horse, and the terror of 
God is upon him. 

Then leaps the horse in its strength and, turning, 
descends like an arrow .. . 

Fast spurs the rider and halts not until with his caravan 
meeting, 

Swift he dismounts and tells of the vision he saw in the 
stillness. 

Marvelling listen the Arabs and wonder is writ on their 
faces. 

Then speaks the oldest amongst them, a patriarch sprung 
from the Prophet, 

Answers the tale of the rider: “Blessed be Allah the 
True One; 
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For by the Beard of the Prophet, it was not a vision thou 
sawest. 

Those are the dead of the wilderness thou hast discovered 
and gazed on. 

This was the host of the Lord, a people of valour 
gigantic, 

Older than man can remember—yea, of the first 
generations, 

Stubborn and strong was this people, stiff-necked as the | 
crags of the desert, 

Deaf to the word of their prophet, and proud with the 
God of their fathers. 

Therefore He cast sleep upon them, and sealed up their 
path with the mountains, 

Laid His command on the wilderness for a memorial 
eternal... 

Allah protect true Believers from touching the hem of 
their garments! 

Once did a son of the Faithful lay hand on a fringe and 
uplift it. 

Withered his body became till the fringe was restored to 
the sleeper. 

These are the sires of the race of the Book .. .’ 

Then the speaker is silent. 

Wordless the Arabs have heard, and they tremble and 
give praise to Allah. 

Silent they walk at the side of their camels to weariness 
laden. 


’ 


Long is the whiteness that gleams on their hoods to be 
seen in the distance. 
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Slow sway the camels their monstrous backs till they fail 
in the brightness, 
Bearing away from the desert one more of its marvellous 
legends. 
Stillness returns as of old. Desolate stretches the desert. 
Cuaim NACHMAN BIALIK 


Translated from the Hebrew by Maurice Samuel. 


THE-CAST CORPSES IN THE. DESERT 


Up, wanderers in the wild, and come away! 
Long is the journey yet and long the fray. 


Enough of roving now in desert places— 
There lies a great, wide road before your faces. 


But forty years of wandering have sped, 
And yet we leave six hundred thousand dead. 


Dishcnoured let them lie, across the pack 
They bore from out of Egypt on their back. 


Sweet be their dreams of garlic and of leek, 
Of flesh-pots wide, of fatty steam and reek. 


Around the last dead slave, maybe to-night, 
The desert wind with desert beast shall fight, 


And joyously to-morrow’s dawning shine 
Upon the firstlings of a mighty line, 
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And lest the sands with all their sleepers start, 
Let each man’s footfall sound but in his heart. 


Let each man in his heart hear God’s voice say: 
’A new land’s border shalt thou cross to-day! 


"No more the quails from heav’n, no more light bread— 
The bread of toil, fruit of the hands, instead. 


’No more wild tents pitched under heaven’s dome— 
Another kind shall ye set up for home. 


"Beneath His sky, the wilderness outside, 
God has another world that reaches wide, 


*Beyond the howling desert with its sand, 
There waits beneath His stars the Promised Land.” 
Cu. N. Brarik, 1896 


_ Transiated from the Hebrew by Helena Frank. 


THE SOURCE OF STRENGTH. 


AnD shouldst thou wish to know the source 
From which thy tortured brethren drew 

In evil days their strength of soul 

To meet their doom: stretch out their necks 
To each uplifted knife and axe, 

In flames, on stakes to die with joy, 

And with a whisper, “God is one” 
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To close their lips? — 

Then enter thou the House of God, 

The House of Study, old and gray, 

Throughout the sultry summer days, 

Throughout the gloomy winter nights, 

At morning, midday, or at eve; 

Perchance there is a remnant yet, 

Perchance thy eye may still behold 

In some dark corner, hid from view, 

A cast-oif shadow of the past, 

The profile of some pallid face, 

Upon an ancient folio bent, 

Who seeks to drown unspoken woes 

In the Talmud’s boundless waves. 
Cu, N. Bratix 


Translated from the Hebrew by P. M. Raskin 


SHELTER ME 


SHELTER me beneath your wing— 
Like a mother give me rest; 

Be your lap my silent refuge, 
My vagrant prayers nest. 


In the twilight—hour of mercy— 
You my secret may divine: 

I am told that youth is wondrous— 
Where is mine? 
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One more secret I will tell you: 
Why my sorrow and whereof; 

I am told of love’s existence— 
What is love? 


The stars of heaven have deceived me: 
There was a dream—it too is gone; 

Nothing, nothing now is left me 
Beneath the sun. 


Shelter me beneath your wing, 
Like a mother give me rest; 
Be your lap my silent refuge 
My vagrant prayers nest. 
Cu. N. BraLix 


Translated from the Hebrew by P. M. Raskin 


FROM “SONGS OF THE PEOPLE” 


Two steps from my garden rail 

Sleeps my well beneath its pail: 
Every Sabbath comes my love 
And I let him drink thereof. 


All the world is sleeping now 

Like the fruit beneath the bough. 
Father, mother, both are gone 
And my heart wakes here alone. 
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And the pail awakes with me, 
Dripping, dripping, drowsily ; 
Drops of gold and crystal clear . 
And my love is drawing near. 


Hist! I think that something stirred; 
Was it he, or but a bird? 
Dearest friend, my lover dear, 
There is no one with me here. 


By the trough we sit and speak, 

Hand in hand and cheek to cheek; 
Hear this riddle; can you tell 
Why the pitcher seeks the well? 


That you cannot answer, nor 

What the pail is weeping for? 
Morn to even, drop by drop, 
Fall its tears and cannot stop. 


This then tell me, why my breast 
Daylong, nightlong is oppressed. 
Spoke my mother truth in saying 
That your heart from me was straying? 


And my lover answered: See, 

Enemies have slandered me. 
Ere another year be gone, 
We shall marry, foolish one. 
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On that golden day of days 

Shall the summer be ablaze. 
Fruited branches overhead 
Shall in benediction spread. 


Friend and kinsman, young and old, 
Shall be gathered to behold, 
And with music and with mirth 
They shall come to lead us forth. 


And the bridal canopy 

In this place shall lifted be. 
I shall slip a ring of gold 
On this finger that I hold, 


And pronounce the blessing: “Thee 
God makes consecrate to me.” 
And my enemies shall there 
Burst with envy and despair. 
Cu. N. Bratix 


Translated from the Hebrew by Maurice Samuel 


THE TWIN STARS 


Up above me star and star— 
Side by side like twins they are: 
Like the eyes of God they seem, 
As in Heaven’s height they gleam. 
Like on Sabbath light and light, 
By my mother twinkle bright. 
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Are there eyes that watch on high? 

Are there Sabbaths in the sky? 

If Almighty’s eyes they be, 

Do they fondly look at me? 

But if lights for Sabbath-day— 

Who’ll the Blessing o’er them say? 

JorL Bau 

Translated by the author from his Hebrew original. 


THE WESTERN WALL 


On the hill so high 

Stands an ancient wall 

Seared and black and tall: 
Many cracks are seen upon it, 
Sprouting bushes green upon it: 
Firm its stand withal. 


By that ancient wall 

Ancient folk appears, 

Bowed with prayers and tears, 
Seek from woe relief before it, 
Pouring forth their grief before it 
Now two thousand years. 


But from Heaven above 
Flowing ’round that wall 
Silver rays enthrall, 
Healing shafts with splendor beaming, 
Comfortingly fall. 
Jacos CoHEN 
Translated from the Hebrew by Jessie E. Sampter 
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A GREAT HOUR 


THERE is an hour that pours in me 
Of light divine a stream; 

My heart is lifted suddenly, 
My soul begins to beam. 


My heart is flint, and forth it sends 
A mighty stream along; 

My home—the earth, all men—my friends, 
And life—a lover’s song. 


In that great hour of happy mood 
My faith in God is true; 
I thank my God for all things good, 
And for the others-—too. 
Jacos COHEN 


Translated from the Hebrew by P. M. Raskin 


THE SABBATH QUEEN* 


IN mourning, dress yourself, my friend, 
And go to meet the Sabbath Queen ; 

And all the grief of Atonement Day 
Speak in the fading twilight sheen. 


And when with silent step she walks 

Her lonely way through our poor street, 
In sadness light her candles up 

And let your eyes with tears be wet. 
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Later seek the evening fields 
And listen to the cloister tone, 

And say: “The stranger garden blooms, 
But longtime withered is our own.” 


Then say: “The ruin is desolate, 

The cooing dove sounds there no more, 
And choked within the ancient dust 

Is the dream to build as once before!” 


Then, when the dimmest gleam shall fade, 
Unto the synagogue return, 

And in a shadowed corner hide 
Your eyes where woeful tears shall burn. 


In mourning robe yourself, my friend, 
And go to meet the Sabbath Queen, 
And speak your sorrow unto her 
In evening’s doleful, pallid sheen. 
Davip EINHORN 


Translated from the Yiddish by Henry Goodman. 
*A legend of the Temple. 


THE KING 


I ONCE used to say: 

I am a queen. 

Day and night my palace gate 
I watch unseen. 


107 


Day and night I watch and wait 

For my King; 

He will tap at my door and his knightly heart 
He will bring. 


He of all the sons on earth 
The fairest son; 

Eyes—two pools of light, 
A soul—a kiss of the sun. 


Thus I wandered in my dreams— 
Was I misled? 

What if it be an idle dream, 

What if my king be dead? 


But why should I wait for the King 
And dream away my day? 

Should I not go henceforth 

My own way? 


The secret I kept is dead, 
And will never revive; 
There is a word I left unsaid: 
But how if my King is—alive? 
ELISHEVA 
Translated from the Hebrew by P. M. Raskin 
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FOR THE MESSIAH 


By the Jordan stands a smithy, 
And a blacksmith in his smithy 
Day and night is toiling. 
Up and down his bellows going, 
Piff! Puff! blowing, blowing, 

Rising afid recoiling. 


Molten fire-snakes environ 

Both the anvil and the iron 
Tongues of flame disgorging. 

Molten fire spitting, spitting 

And the hammer hitting, hitting 
And the iron forging. 


Hit, hit, hammer quicker, 

Let the sparklets fly and flicker, 
And in pools expire, 

Piff! Puff! bellows blowing. 

Flim! flame! sparklets flowing, 
Like a rain of fire. 


“Swarthy Smith, what art thou making ?’— 
“T am forging, I am breaking 
Iron sharp and pointed— 
For Messiah’s steed a horse-shoe— 
Hu-rah! I am forging 
For the King anointed.” 


By the Jordan sits a weaver, 
At his loom the skillful weaver 
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Day and night is toiling. 
On the bobbins threads of cotton, 
Vick! vick!—threads of cotton 
Spooling on and coiling. 


Through the comb he draws the cotton, 
Draws the texture skill-begotten, 
And his task not leaving, 
Rapidly his treadle treads he, 
Rapidly his fibres threads he 
Ever, ever weaving. 


Sun and stars peep through his scuttle, 
Fast as arrow flies his shuttle, 
Not a moment slowing. 
To and fro and hither-thither, 
Zick! zack! hither-thither, 
Ever, ever going. 


“Weaver, say, what art thou making?” 

“Of my choicest stock I’m taking 
Cords and threads disjointed, 

And a garment I am weaving— 

Hu-rah! I am weaving e 
For the King anointed.” 


By the Jordan lively, gaily, 

An embroid’rer working daily 
Never, never tires, 

Pick! pick! stitching, taping— 

Multicolored patterns shaping, 
Just as he requires. 
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Eye to eyelet, stitch to stitches, 
As by magic of the witches, 
Fly his skillful fingers; 
Gold and silk and silver fret-work— 
Breathe with life upon his net-work— 
Tie nor stops nor lingers. 


Pick! pick fast and faster 
Fly the fingers of the master, 
Dexterous and steady. 
Pick! pick! never dropping, 
Pick! pick! never stopping, 
Till the work is ready. 


“What, embroid’rer, art thou fitting, 
Why are thus thy fingers flitting 
At their task appointed ?”’ 
“T the banner am embroid’ring— 
Hu-rah! am embroid’ring 
For the King anointed.” 


Angels six through Heaven winging 
To the Lord their praises singing, 
Onward, onward pressing 
At the throne of God Almighty, 
Hu-rah! God Almighty, 
Hu-rah! God Almighty, 
Pray for heaven’s blessing. 


All the fairest, all the rarest, 
And the nearest, and the dearest 
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That to man is given, 
All that’s pure and good and noble, 
That in hours of joy or trouble 
Man sends up to heaven; 


Pride and truth and strength and passion, 
Grace and pity and compassion, 

Mercy never ending, 
Faith and hope and love and beauty, 
Hu-rah! love and beauty— 

Mixing all and blending. 


“What then, angels, are you making?” 
“We are gathering and taking 

Things for us appointed. 
Out of these we shape the Spirit— 
Hu-rah! Shape the Spirit 

Of the King anointed.” 


“But, alas, our earthly brothers, 

Smith and weaver and all others 
Have their work completed, 

While our stuff is not yet blended, 

Thus our work is not yet ended— 
Thus our aim-—defeated. 


Why, we are not even near it— 
The completion of the Spirit 
With the stuff we’re given: 
Frail all human hopes and fears are, 
Frail all human smiles and tears are, 
When they reach to heaven. 
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Human kindness lasts an hour, 
Powerless is human power, 
And his love—we fear it! 
Woe to us, we haven’t enough yet, 
Woe to us, we haven’t the stuff yet, 
For Messiah’s Spirit. 


Thus at nights when winds are sighing, 
One can hear the angels crying, 

Angels disappointed. 
“Man, sublime, is not sublime yet, 
Woe to us, it is not time yet 

For the King anointed!” 

Davip FRISHMAN 
Translated from the Hebrew by P. M. Raskin 


SAND AND STARS 


THE silver moon shines, and the diamond stars twinkle, 
The night soars o’er land and o’er main; 

The Book of Creation before me is open-— 
I read it—and read it again. 


I read and repeat the old, marvellous stories— 
A voice I hear answering me: 

“My people shall be as the stars of the heaven, 
As sand on the shore of the sea!” 


Oh, heavenly Father, not one of thy sayings 
Has ever proved vain or untrue; 

Thy will on the earth, as thy will in the heaven 
Must come, when its season is due. 


3 


And half of thy promise has long been accomplished : 
Thy people became as the sand, 

As gloomy and trampled, as humble and wind-tossed 
As scattered on sea and on land. 


Yea, half of Thy promise has long been accomplished 
Thy people is trodden as sod; 
But what of the beauteous, the lofty, the shining, 
The heavenly stars, O my God? 
S. FruG 


Translated from the Yiddish by P. M. Raskin 


THE CUP 


Ts 1T true, my darling mother, 
What dear grandpa used to say— 
That a wonder-cup in Heaven 
God has near Him night and day? 


That should sorrow strike His people 
Should misfortune lay them low; 

In the cup a tear of pity 

From the eyes of God will flow. 

Till the cup, one day of mercy, 

Will be filled with tears divine; 
Then the sun of joy and glory 

Will again above us shine. 
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And Messiah, whom we hoped for 
Through the bitter years of pain 
Will arrive and he will lead us 

To the Holy Land again? 


“True, my son,”—The child stood thoughtful 
And his wistful eyes grew dim. 

“Ts that cup without a bottom 

That it fills not to the brim?” 


When, O when, please tell me, mother, 
Will that cup be filled with tears? 

Do its sacred, precious contents 

All dry up throughout the years? 


Faith and Anguish, silent prayer 
Beamed and burned within his gaze. 
And the mother’s head was bowed, 
Heart aflutter, eyes ablaze. 


On her cheeks two tears were gleaming 
Rolling downward like two pearls. 
Then they lingered and descended 

On her darling’s raven curls. 


These tears, O God, forevermore 


In Thy cup of mercy store! 
S. FRruG 


Translated from the Russian by Julius Lasker 
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NIGHT SONG 


THE night is an ancient sorceress, 
The silent, azure night, 

Whose fairy fingers sweep my brow 
And hide the world from sight. 


She shuts mine eyes in slumber deep, 
And wakes my heart in glee. 
Her wings of white, as soft as silk, 

Enfold me lovingly. 


The dear green holiday is here, 
The air is pure, fresh-blown ; 
And every little grass-blade 
Wears a jewel all its own. 
S. FRuG 


Translated from the Yiddish by Isaac Goldberg 


TO THEODORE HERZL 


Wuo called thee to such holy, high estate? 
Who taught thy lips the all-redeeming Word, 
Which touched us to emotion, as we heard, 
And soars aloft to Him, That guides our fate? 
Who kindled Ardor’s undiminished flame ; 

To make thee bold and eager to attain, 

Despite of all that gives thee deepest pain, 
The highest good, not evanescent fame? 

‘Who doth sustain the skyward lifted hand— 
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The hopeful sign and symbol of our zeal, 

Upraised high our shattered nerves to steel, 

As if in warning that we dauntless stand? 

It is the God within the Nation’s soul? 

That spurs him on to dare to do the right; 

He guides his steps and steadieth his sight 

That he may strive unswerving towards the goal. 

Like all true servants of the living God 

Thou gavest heed to that Celestial Voice, 

And didst assume our burdens, of thy choice— 

Thy heart inspired, thy spirit overawed. 

Remain our true exemplar in the Strife, 

Though good reward or evil be thy share; 

We follow thee, for Zion, everywhere 

To struggle for the newly dawning life! 

Gustav GOTTHEIL 

Translated from the German by G. A. Kohut 


LIFE 


Tuou rock of granite, 

Thou grindest under thy feet 
Worlds. 

Thou turnest into dust 
Generations. 

Eternities fall and vanish, 
And thou remainest over all. 


Heaven, 
Thou seest my days, 
How faithfully I bleed 
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In them 

For my God. 

God, Remove the veil from my eyes; 
Free the sky from the nights 
Hanging upon it. 


Heavens, approach me— 
I am weak, tired, 

My hands droop. 
Heavens, enwrap me— 
I am naked. 

My soul shudders. 
Heavens, light to me— 
My eye-brow trembles, 
My eye is dry. 


Dost thou know the hour; 
When all clocks stop, 
All worlds are put out, 
All skies enfold themselves; 
When God beweeps the souls 
Of unborn children? 
CHAIM KRoo. 


Translated from the Yiddish by P. M. Raskin 
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TO A NIGHTINGALE 


Far from me, O forest singer, 
Pour thy music blithe and clear! 

Sad my soul, my heart—a tempest ; 
I can give to songs no ear. 


If thou canst, let not notes of mourning 
Ring afar o’er hill and dale! 

Then I too will take my zither, 
Weeping, wailing I can wail! 


I am wonted: Early mourned I 
O’er my nation’s fate forlorn; 
Still mine eyes are full, my heart aches. 
Wail! Together we will mourn. 
EZEKIEL LEAVITT 


Translated by Alice Stone Blackwell 


NAUGHT HAVE I 


NaucutT have I, oh my race, wherewith to serve thee 
In this gray, weary, joyless life we live, 

Only my soul is mine, my naked soul, 
And see, my soul I give. 


Oh, let them come, the murderers, the hangmen, 

Who filled thy old historic way with pain; 

Who made thee bleed great gouts of blood .. . I offer 
The breast of Abel to the blow of Cain. 
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And iet my blood flow rich and pure—and warmly 
Mix with thy seas of blood as in a dream, 
The blood of countless warriors, prophets, martyrs— 
And iet it all forever onward stream. 
ABRAHAM LYESSIN 


Translated from the Yiddish by Jacob Neustadt. 


LULLABY LULLABY 


WINDows shut, put out the light, 
All is wrapt in dusk and night ; 
—Lullaby, lullaby. 


In the room—'tis still and dark. 
——What’s the noise there, papa, hark? 
—Lullaby, my little boy. 


"Mong the books a little mouse. 
—-Do the dead forsake their house? 
—Lullaby, my little boy. 


Flowers bloom at each grave’s door. 
—Pa! Shall Ma come nevermore? 
—Lullaby, my little boy. 


God! Her soul with bliss be swayed! 
—-Papa! Papa! I’m afraid! 
—Lullaby, my little boy. 
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Like your Ma—now high above— 
I shall cherish you and love; 
—Lullaby, lullaby. 
MANeE-LEIB 


Translated from the Yiddish by Elbert Aidline. 


TELE MED HAPPY LOVERS! 


TELL me, O ye happy lovers, 

Tell me where is my Beloved! 

Tell me where her eyes are shining, 
Tell me where her voice is ringing. 


I will make of her a poem, 

I will pour my soul in praises. 

Call her Fairest, Dearest, Sweetest— 
Tell me where is my Beloved! 


Letters three wili I indite her— 
One I'll throw into the ocean; 
On the billows let it travel 
Till it swims into her hand; 


And the second will be carried 
On the pinions of the tempest— 
Let my letter fly upon them 

Till it flies into her hand ; 
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And the third one, let it travel 

With the homing clouds of heaven, 
And perchance some cloud will cast it 
On my dear one’s, sweet one’s lap— 


I adjure you, happy lovers, 

If you sometime, somewhere see her, 

Tell her, tell her, how I love her, 

How my heart for her is yearning! 
MENACHEM 


Translated from the Yiddish by Alter Brody 


I AM A RAINWORM 


I AM a rainworm, buried deep 
Among the oozing, slimy things, 

Yet of an eagle’s nest I dream, 
And eagle wings. 


I want to soar the boundless sky 
Where winds and tempests have their birth, 
And let the clouds conceal from me 
Not heaven, but the earth. 
Isaac LEIB PERETZ 


Translated from the Yiddish by Jacob Robbins. 
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IN ALIEN LANDS 


I WALK ABOUT 

In foreign fields, 

The sun is bright 

Yet no warmth yields. 

The song that from my heart would spring 

Is dead for want of echoing 

The world about me 

Is not free; 

The fields I tread 

Bloom not for me. 

I pluck a rose in early morn— 

A stranger’s rose is but a thorn! 

Jb RERETZ 

Translated from the Yiddish by Leah W. Leonard. 


THEI WO: BROTHERS 


On the other side of the wide blue sea 

Stood a house that was simple and pretty and wee. 
It hid in the valley, a humble cot 

Of logs and clay in a hidden spot. 

Each day the sun would flush with gold 

A little window quaint and old. 

And the moon would rise, 

And its clear, pure eyes 

Would paint the panes with silver. 
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And love was the blessing that Heaven sent 
To the brothers who lived there in content. 
Two hearts were true to each other’s need 

In thought and word and look and deed. 

The work was hard, but the hands that worked 
Were brothers’ hands, and they never shirked. 
They lived in love, 

The while Time wove 

The weft of the web of Fate. 


But once a snake came before the door 

To flaunt the dress of gold it wore, 

In beauty clad, with jewels bright. 

The older brother beholds the sight— 

“There is wondrous wealth in the world, it seems 
Such wealth as I never knew in dreams. 

One jewel sold, 

And the yellow gold 

Would buy a pretty milch cow.” 


The snake, she knows a human’s heart. 
She calls the older brother apart. 

“Ah, foolish man, if you only knew— 
Barrels of gold would belong to you. 
Corals, diamonds, rubies, gems 

Worth more than a thousand diadems. 
I mean what I say, 

At the end of the day 

Come to the edge of the wood.” 
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When the snake had gone, the younger thought, 
“What a wealth of things the Lord had wrought, 
What is the use of asking why?” 

But passion flames in the older’s eye— 

“Corals, rubies, diamonds . . . God— 

That she has not deceived this foolish clod!” 
Temptation thrills, 

And away he steals 

From his brother to the snake. 


The sun goes down, and the west is red 

Like a flaming wound where the sun has bled. 
And under a tree sit snake and man 

Deep in words that the snake began. 

She wraps him round with her body smooth, 
And talks of riches without ruth, 

Of round red gold, 

Gems manifold— 

“All will be yours, your own. 


“Look at your brother. He toils all day, 

And he sweats and sweats in the self-same way. 
The sweat rolls down from his ruddy face, 

And the drops stand out on every place, 

And he wipes them away with his garment’s hem. 
Don’t let him. Each drop is a costly gem. 

You make him work, 

Don’t let him shirk, 

You will gather barrels of diamonds. 
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“You think that tear is less than sweat ? 

Fool, you think it is water because it is wet? 

You comfort, caress him, and help him rise, 

And kiss the tears away from his eyes. 

You make yourself poorer with each lost tear. 

Let him weep. Take each drop, for each drop is dear, 
A tear, understand, 

Will ransom a land. 

You will be as rich as a king. 


“Your brother has a delicate skin, 

Take a needle, and stick it in. 

You think it is only blood you draw? 

It is greater wealth than ever you saw. 
Each drop is a coral, a ruby red. 

Go, gather the blood your brother has shed. 
Out of his pain, 

Coin your gain, 

You are stronger, and know the secret.” 


His lips compressed, and his fists clenched tight, 
The older brother comes home at night. 

His eyes are fire, and his looks are black. 

Yet love of his brother holds him back. 

But he says in his heart—“My brother must weep. 
I will prick him gently, and not too deep. 

My brother? I know— 

But it must be so, 

For tears and sweat are diamonds.” 
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On the self-same night the pale moon knows 
The younger’s cries at the older’s blows. 

The trembling stars look in and see 

The younger weeping bitterly. 

When daylight breaks, the golden sun 

Is amazed to see the evil done. 

And river and tree 

Wonder mightily 

At the things that go on in the house. 


And the Lord hath cursed the brethren twain, 
One with fear, the other with pain. 
And joy is dead, and sleep is done, 
And love is away and forever gone. 
One cried—‘My wealth, my dream of years!” 
The other—“My blood, my sweat, my tears!” 
Over the sea, 
The wide blue sea, 
Two brothers are breaking their hearts. 
Isaac LErB PERETZ 


*This is the famous tale of Labor, recounted by the First 
Dressmaker in Perez’s “The Wedding Gown.” 


Translated from the Yiddish by Jacob Robbins 
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PEARS 


I GAVE them the gold of my spirit 
My heart-hidden treasures I poured, 
My joys and my loves and my longings— 
They gave me back stones in reward. 


But mark ye, I know how to handle 
The stones of the ignorant throng; 
And, lo, when they enter my spirit 
They turn into pearls of song! 
ABRAHAM RalsIN 
Translated from the Yiddish by Alter Brody. 


ON LIFE’S JOURNEY 


I SEEK not a pathway in life, 

My blundering needs no device; 
No more do I long for the sun 

The glimmer of stars will suffice. 


No palaces long I to find, 

With numerous chambers and doors, 
With princesses regally proud 

Pacing the carpeted floors. 


A cottage is all that I ask, 
The face of a friend at the door, 
As I pass from the wind and the rain 
To shelter me—that and no more. 
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A hut and a table within, 
The chimney—a wind-fingered lyre 
A nook in a corner and dreams 
Are the goals of my heart’s desire. 
ABRAHAM RAISIN 
Translated from the Yiddish by Elias Lieberman. 


THE YOUNG MOTHER 
(Lullaby ) 


STILL my child, lie still my child * 
In the cage an eagle wild 

Flies about, shut in, like you, 

And like you is crying, too. 


Quiet be now, golden-curled, 
Full of cages is the world, 
Freely given you or sold, 
Some of iron, some of gold. 


Do not toss about again, 

All your efforts are in vain; 
Whether you are big or small, 
You can’t leave your cage at all. 


Quiet be, don’t whisper, dear, 
In the cage the eagle hear 
Tired beat the grates, he’ll fail 
And his wings will not avail. 
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Still my child be, whimper not 
Like the eagle’s is my lot, 
Like him captured, too, am I 
So be still like me, don’t cry. 
ABRAHAM RAISIN 
Translated from the Yiddish by L. M. Herbert 


REVEL, REVEL, ANGRY TEMPESTS 


REVEL, revel, angry tempests, 
Sweep across the earth— 

Break the branches from tree-tops, 
Ruin is your mirth! 


Drive the songsters from the woodland, 
Chase them from the sky— 

Those that cannot fly your fury 

Let them fall and die! 


Tear the shutters from the windows, 
Smash the panes in glee— 

Burns a candle in the darkness, 
Quench it angrily! 


Revel, revel, tempests, revel, 
Break and bend and mar— 
Long will last the dreary winter, 
Summer is yet far! . 
ABRAHAM RaIsIN 
Translated from the Yiddish by Alter Brody. 
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TiS LOSS 


THERE was so much to say to her, 

Yet I said nought. 

Speech were too cold and bare for her] 
A song I wrought. 


The song lay mute and locked in me. 
She heard no tone. 
Oh, later it sang out of me 
To tree and stone. 
ABRAHAM RAISIN. 
Translated from the Yiddish by Marie Syrkin. 


THE SONG 


Ir seems to me something I lost on my way, 
And how shall it be? 

Shall I turn back again—the distance is far 
And weary to me. 


There is something I lost but I can not tell what... . 


Had it worth? 
I shall leave it—the day closes darkly and soon, 
And wide is the earth. 


Shadows are falling from mountain and branch. 
Long is my own. 

My heart bids me turn calling, restless, “Some good 
Away has been thrown.” 
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I remain standing still on my path, by many 
Doubts crossed. 
Something is gone and I cannot tell what; 
Something is lost. 

ABRAHAM RaISIN. 


Translated from the Yiddish by Marie Syrkin. 


RAIN 


Open your book—! 
Withered leaves; thriving legends, 
Palaces, kings and princes, 
Witches dancing on crutches; 
Pious wolves; diamond caves; 
Golden trays; black slaves; 

All in vain— 

Merely rain. 


Ring your bell—! 
Gold-buttoned pages will appear 
Bowing, and smiling, and standing still; 
Wine, red wine they will bring, 
With the goblets they will ring, 
Merry—merry songs they will sing— 
All in vain— 
Merely rain. 


Make up your bed—! 
Pillow on pillow soft and high; 
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Brush aside the window blind, 
And all the things on earth you miss 
Seek in the feathery abyss, 
And let your tears flow, flow 
All in vain— 
Merely rain. 
I. RoLnik 


Translated from the Yiddish by P. M. Raskin 


THE, LAST SABBATH LIGHT 


THE last lone Sabbath candle sheds 
Its light as pure as Torah; 

Three other wicks as black as night 
Lie spent in the Menorah. 


Without, the darkness gathers thick; 
The window panes are frozen— 
“Oh, God, let not for my last breath 

A pall of gloom be chosen. 


“On me a mother’s tears were shed 
One evening of each seven; 
So gather up my dying flame 
And build a star in heaven.” 
H. ROSENBLATT 


Translated from the Yiddish by Leah W. Leonard 


133 


MY “BOY 


| HAVE a little boy at home, 

A pretty little son; 

I think sometimes the world is mine 
In him, my only one. 


But seldom, seldom do I see 

My child in heaven’s light; 

I find him always fast asleep... 
I see him but at night. 


Ere dawn my labor drives me forth; 
’Tis night when I am free; 

A stranger am I to my child; 

And strange my child to me. 


I come in darkness to my home, 
At the close of a weary day; 

My pallid wife, she waits to tell 
The things he learned to say. 


How plain and prettily he asked; 
“Dear mamma, when’s ‘Tonight’? 
O when will come my dear papa 
And bring a penny bright?” 


I hear her words—I hasten out— 
This moment must it be!— 

The father-love flames in my breast: 
My child must look at me! 
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I stand beside the tiny cot, 

And look, and list, and—ah! 

A dream-thought moves the baby-lips: 
“O, where is my papa?” 


I kiss and kiss the shut blue eyes; 
I kiss them not in vain. 

They open—O they see me then! 
And straightway close again. 


“Here’s your papa, my precious one— 
A penny for you!”—ah! 

A dream still moves the baby-lips: 
“O, where is my papa!” 


And I—I think in bitterness 
And disappointment sore; 
“Some day you will awake, my child, 
To find me nevermore.” 
Morris RosENFELD 
Translated from the Yiddish by 
Rose Pastor Stokes and Helena Frank 


IN THE FACTORY 


Ou, here in the shop the machines roar so wildly, 
That oft, unaware that I am, or have been, 

I sink and am lost in the terrible tumult; 

And void is my soul ... I am but a machine. 
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I work and I work and I work, never ceasing; 

Create and create things from morning till e’en; 

For what?—and for whom?—Oh, I know not! Oh, 
ask not! 

Who ever has heard of a conscious machine? 


No, here is no feeling, no thought and no reason; 
This life-crushing labor has ever supprest 

The noblest and finest, the truest and richest, 

The deepest, the highest and humanly best. 

The seconds, the minutes, they pass out forever, 
They vanish, swift fleeting like straws in a gale, 

I drive the wheel madly as tho’ to o’ertake them— 
Give chase without wisdom, or wit, or avail. 


The clock in the workshop—it rests not a moment; 

It points on, and ticks on: Eternity—Time; 

And once someone told me the clock had a meaning— 

Its pointing and ticking had reason and rhyme. 

And this, too, he told me—or had I been dreaming—- 

The clock wakened life in one, forces unseen, 

And something besides; ... I forget what: Oh, ask 
not! 

I know not, I know not; I am a machine 


At times, when I listen, I hear the clock plainly— 
The reason of old—the old meaning—is gone! 

The maddening pendulum urges me forward 

To labor and labor and still labor on. 

The tick of the clock is the Boss in his anger! 
The face of the clock has the eyesroi a. toe; 


136 


The clock—Oh, I shudder—dost hear how it drives me? 
It calls me “Machine” and it cries to me “Sew!” 


At noon, when about me the wild tumult ceases, 
And gone is the master, and I sit apart, 

And dawn in my brain is beginning to glimmer, 

The wound comes agape at the core of my heart; 
And tears, bitter tears flow, ay, tears that are scalding; 
They moisten my dinner—my dry crust of bread; 
They choke me—I cannot eat—no, no, I cannot! 
Oh, horrible toil! born of Need and of Dread. 


The sweatshop at mid-day—lI’ll draw you the picture; 

A battlefield bloody; the conflict at rest; 

Around and about me the corpses are lying; 

The blood cries aloud from the earth’s gory breast. 

A moment... and hark! The loud signal is sounded, 

The dead rise again and renewed is the fight.... 

They struggle, the corpses; for strangers, for 
strangers! 

They struggle, they fall, and they sink into night. 


I gaze on the battle in bitterest anger, 

And pain, hellish pain wakes the rebel in me! 
The clock—now I hear it aright!—It is crying: 
“An end to this bondage! An end there must be 
It quickens my reason, each feeling within me; 

It shows me how precious the moments that fly, 
Oh, worthless my life if I longer am silent, 

And lost to the world if in silence I die. 


1? 
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The man in me sleeping begins to awaken; 

The thing that was slave into slumber has passed; 
Now, up with the man in me! Up and be doing! 
No misery more! Here is freedom at last! 
When sudden: a whistle!—the Boss—an alarm !— 
I sink in the slime of the stagnant routine; 
There’s tumult, they struggle, oh, lost is my ego; 
I know not, I care not; I am a machine! 

Morris ROSENFELD 


Translated from the Yiddish by 
Rose Pastor Stokes and Helena Frank 


FOR HIRE 


Work with might and main, 
Or with hand and heart, 
Work with soul and brain, 
Or with holy art, 
Thread or genius’ fire— 
Make a vest or verse— 
If it’s done for hire, 
It is done the worse. 
Morris ROSENFELD 


Translated from the Yiddish by 
Rose Pastor Stokes and Helena Frank 
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THE JEWISH MAY 


ONCE again, with magic power 
And in beauty, comes the May. 
Every herb and every flower 
Wakens now in sweet array. 
Once again the fields are blooming 
And the woods in green are pluming; 
Once more radiant light prevails, 
Hark, again the nightingales! 


Spring takes up her tender brushes, 
Paints, and at her touch, once more 

Lo, a living verdure flushes 
All the hills and valleys o’er! 

And the Sun, the all-beguiling, 

Woos the Earth once more to smiling, 
Woos and wins her with his kiss 
And cajolery to bliss. 


And at once, each gracious feeling 
Into blossom flowers anew; 
Wondrous phantasies go stealing 
All the Soul’s recesses thru. 
Golden dreams and visions flitting, 
Unremitting, 

Weave new heavens, 

Weave new life now, 
All-befitting ; 

And make rife now 
Thousand pleasures, 


Quickening Soul beyond all measures. 
+ eee 
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But, see ye who yonder stumbles 
May’s aisle tapestried adown? 

How he sighs and sobs and mumbles 
And shakes oft his hoary crown! 

Bowed with sorrow is this comer, 
Sore-bestead and all alone; 

His resplendent May, his summer 
Long, ah! long ago has blown. 


Recognize ye not him haggard, 

Who, when all else is in bloom, 
Goes about, as with mind staggered, 
And with spirit sunk in gloom? 
‘Tis the Jew, ye may presume. 

Old acquaintance he! no fancies, 
Nay, nor hope in his look strained. 
Him griefs harrow 
To the marrow; 
Memories yearning 
Tug at burning 
Wounds, and raise the dead Past hoary— 
Spectres, wraiths of ancient glory— 
Long lost youth and fortune waned! 


Every blossom, every briar 
Plays on him its sorry jest. 
At him glare the stalks in ire, 
And the crow caws, as possessed. 
Strange, to him this scene, these flowers; 
Strange, the birds and strange the May; 
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Strange, the gods and ruling powers; 
His own hath passed away. 


* OK KK KK 


Laugh not flowers, do not flout him. 
Doubtless, ye are very sweet. 

But much fairer ones about him, 
The Jew trampled under feet. 

In his land pomegranate bowers, 
Citron-arbors gleamed and glowed; 

God himself its wealth of flowers 
Wealth of fruits, so lavish sowed! 


Ask of Lebanon a token; 
Ask of Sharon’s myrtles green; 
Their old master, worn and broken, 
They still recognize, I ween. 
Ask Mount Olive, Carmel hoary; 
Ask each tree and hollowed stream; 
Ask the beauteous “Dead” the story 
Of that olden, golden dream. 


In his land, so fair and holy, 
Breathings stole of Eden soft; 
In his Temple, to him lowly, 
Came divine revealings oft. 
Thousand angels round his dwelling 
Hovered, his familiars true. 
Thousand joys, the bliss upwelling 
From the Other-world he drew! 
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There, erstwhile, with soul afire, 
From a wondrous sweet-toned lyre, 
Did the Jew draw strains of rapture. 
Which none ever can recapture, 
In the self-same holy sureness, 
All simplicity and pureness. 
Mid the willow’s desolation 
Hangs the stilled harp of my nation! 


* *F * * * 


Yea, ‘tis past that former vision! 
But you dream, anew, anew. 
Hark afar, with voice Elysian 
“Peace” a new May calls to you! 
‘Weep not, for not wholly perished 
Are you, tho’ forespent with pain. 
New years, good years to be cherished 
Beckon you, O Jew, amain. 
Hear you not thru clouds dark-seeming, 
Where the Seraphim throng gleaming, 
Heavenly sweet carols streaming? 
Hear you not the new refrain? 


One again, your citron balmy 
And your limes will glisten rare; 
God will yet restore the palmy, 
Olden days and bring you there. 
You will sing sweet pastoral snatches, 
While your flocks again you tend; 
Once more, the old fervor catches, 
You will live—live without end! 
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After all your wanderings dire, 
You'll draw breath again with zest; 
There yet slumbers hero-fire 
In Moriah’s stolid breast, 
None will drive you with oppression 
Unabating evermore; 
In your own home’s dear possession 
You'll live peaceful as of yore. 
Once but walk the pathways duly 
Of the dear old fatherland, 
Mid the ruins, you'll find truly 
There yet smoulders living brand. 
Morris ROSENFELD 
Translated from the Yiddish 
by Dr. H. W. Ettelson 


BENEATH THE SUN 


I am sick and I curse the sun 
That pierced and that poisoned my blood; 
The field throbs with life and with love— 
How dull and heavy my mood! 


Mute I look at the cloud-winging birds, 
Mute I list to the laughter of maids, 
I am seeking respite from love, 
And I flee to the nights and the shades, 
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Hard is my pillow by night, 
My sleep the nightmares chase; 
In the river I bathe and the waves 
Like naked ghosts embrace. 


The rustle of satin and silk 
I hear through blade and leaf, 
But I run from life and myself 
To hide in the desert my grief. 


A son of the hot orient 
I am sick with a love, I am told, 
That lingers and brews in my blood 
Like wine two milleniums old. 


Bequeathed from father to son 

It colors my flesh and my soul, 
As Judeah’s glaring sun 

Colored my locks like coal. 


The secret of prophets I bear 
The myst’ry of orient skies ; 

The desert, its burning sands 
Loom in my wandering eyes. 


The East has maidens and stars | 
With fiery beauty endowed, 

And I am a son of the East 
Pursued by God and the crowd. 
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The East is wise, but it taught 
Its wisdom to herders of swine; 
To pigmies of soul it revealed 
Its treasure—its vision divine. 


It squandered its wealth and is left 
A beggar with staff and bag; 

To its scattered children remain 
But ruins and shreds of a flag. 


But I, a descendant of seers, 
As my ancient scripture I read, 
Not the Russian village and steppe— 
I saw Judea instead. 


My village was swamp and morass— 
No matter—the desert is white; 
The lemons are gold in the sun, 
The palms and the myrtles delight! 


What matter the moths and the flies 
The crabs and the frogs in the rill? 

The Red Sea is stormy and deep— 
Egyptians are drowning there still... . 


The pillars of fire I saw, 
The copper snake on the pole; 
Goliath and David at war, 
Samuel, Samson and Saul. 
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Peasants with tufted hair, 
Jades dragging a coach— 
Medians trading in nard, 
Caravans of camels approach. 


Peasants filthy and drunk 

Howling and fighting—no doubt, 
Assyrians and Persians have met, 

A war is about to break out! 


The alder and fir on the hill 

Was Lebanon with cedar trees; 
A desert—the barren yard, 

And ostriches—hens and geese. 


The rain-storms—desert-bred snakes; 
The pebbles—manna on earth; 

The water-carrier, in truth, 
A Gibonite sailor by birth. 


The scabby peasant who led 
His goats by the muddy streams 
Was Amos the shepherd and bard— 
A seer and a dreamer of dreams. 


The smoke from the chimneys and roofs 
Of shanties veiled in the mist 

Were altars hid in the hills— 
Save that the Levites were missed. 
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The wenches threshing in field, 
Ragged, uncouth, half bare, 

Were Zion’s beautiful maids 
With roses tied in their hair. 


White-robed in vineyards they danced, 

They played, like nymphs, in the glades; 
They sang: “Young men, look up! 

None fairer than Zion’s maids!” 


The bitter apple and pear 
That fell from a crippled tree, 

Were fruit from the gardens that gemmed 
And girded Kinereth Sea. 


The Dnieper—Tiberias Springs, 
The moss—the desert sand; 

The whisper of mrytles I heard 
In the wind over barren land. 


The tingling sound of a bell— 
What other sound could it be, 

If not of a maiden’s beads 
Beneath an olive tree? 


The heaps of cabbage and beets, 
And carrot of awkward shape 
Were heaps of pomegranate, 
And orange, and almond, and grape. 
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But once in a storm-tossed night— 
And I a lad of ten— 

I woke and tore the web 
That veiled my horizon then. 


I woke, I shivered, I asked: 

“Whose the house where I dwell? 
How dare the blizzard knock, 

And whine, and wail, and yell? 


Who painted my pane with frost? 
Who bolted my sills with locks? 

For whom does my mother knit 
These clumsy woolen socks? 


Why is not father ashamed 

To huddle in furs of a cat? 
Why is my bread so black? 

I asked the meaning of that. 


Where is the wine of the cask? 
I opened my eyes and looked round: 
The curse of the Northland—the frost— 
Lay dead and white on the ground. 


I was fooled! Sulamith—a dream, 
Kinereth—a frozen brook; 

The Lebanon, the Cedars—a myth— 
There was nothing at all but a book. 
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And pale and vexed I grew up 
Mid marshes and snow-drifted wood; 
With a sun that shone like a moon, 
And people with jelly-fish blood. 


I rebelled and was chided—in vain! 
I was lured by a far-away goal; 

The rain that drizzled without 
Pierced and poisoned my soul. 


And when my youth ripened I fled 
On my nameless road to embark; 
I loved an exile-nursed maid, 
A blossom reared in dark. 


She loved, she trembled, she said: 
“Why seek a far foreign land?” 
I mutely kissed her and took 
The wanderer’s staff in my hand. 


I bade her farewell, and I said: 
“To leave you to fade is a sin, 

But luring and far is my road, 
And on it you are but an inn. 


How can I love in the cold? 
And who will my dreams avenge? 
Deborah looks on with reproach, 
The Maccabees cry for revenge! 
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And what will become of my blood, 
The blood of the blazing East? 
Shall I spill it on snow-drifted roads 

As a track for brute and beast?” 


With a sweep the cobweb I tore, 
And was off by field and wood, 
My North and my East were fused 
And fired with passion my blood. 


Abandoned I kissed, I embraced— 
Each butterfly burned in my flame; 
Passion became my revenge 
That none could stem or tame. 


Passion became my goal, 
My refuge, my shield, my escape; 
The reward for my stolen skies, 
And my golden gardens of grape. 


Maidens’ eyes I kissed— 

Black, and brown, and blue; 
Maidens’ arms entwined 

My neck the hot nights through. 


My winters—how burning its nights! 
Each night with its tale to tell; 
Each tale with its pain and its joy, 
Each joy with its fire to quell. 


150 


Maidens airy and frail, 

With eyes translucent and mild, 
In passion turning to flames, 

Like hunted tigresses wild. 


Maidens haughty and strong, 

With eyes that pierce and that seek, 
Dog-like humble in love, 

Yielding, submissive and meek. 


Maidens giving themselves 
Like nuns, with worship and faith, 
And something of martyrdom, too, 
Hinting a Saviour’s death. 


Maidens—butterflies gay, 
With hearts to lodge a guest: 
“Take as much as you will of my heart, 
The devil may take the rest.” 


But what was the good of them all? 

They fed not my heart nor my thought; 
The riddle of passion they solved, 

The riddle of wandering—not! 


Over-sated I bade them farewell, 

I lost them by graves and by streams; 
And I sat on my ruins and wept, 

The ruins of maidens and dreams. 
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To the cloud-reaching mountains I fled, 
In peace and in silence to dwell; 
The mountains are brave and are wise— 

What they know they never will tell. 


The mountains are brave and are wise, 
Of my plan they well may approve; 
With them in peace I will stay, 
And my magic circle not move. 


I will treasure my peace and remain 
In the sea of my loneliness sunk; 
But the mischievous lover—the sun— 

In summer again made me drunk. 


I was drunk: wild orgies and feasts; 
Old Venice, its lakes and its sands, 
Its swarthy dancers half-bare 
With flying purple bands... . 


I was drunk; Prussian maidens were fair, 
Milk—their skin, wine—their mouth; 

They were eager to fuse their blood 
With dark-eyed men of the South. 


I was drunk: Polish maidens .. . Oh, Sun! 
How long on my blood shall I feast? 

Why scatter, why squander my wealth, 
Why waste in the North all my East? 
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Why lavish in fire-flakes my love, 
In tarnishing sparklets—my gold? 
I love, but I love with my blood, 
My heart, unhurt, stays cold. 


I am tired of roadless paths, 
Of glow-worms’ illusory light, 

Oh Sun! Let me rest in the shade, 
Let my East and my North re-unite. 


Let my childhood’s dreams overcast 
Over maiden’s locks a veil; 
Oh sun! Let myrtle and palm 
Tell my blood and my heart a new tale. 


Oh Sun! ... But he cruelly frowned: 
Can an eagle be turned a dove? 
Your flaming cup you shall drink 
In flame you shall live and love. 


Memories, legacies, dreams— 
They fail the soul to feed; 

The future cheers the slave, 
The fruit—the rotten seed. 


Cast off your self-imposed chains, 
Be free as the bird and the brook; 
Escape from your shadow-girt world, 
Escape from the yoke of a book... . 
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Man, I too, am like you: 
I stray and I find no rest: 

Yet I look with contempt on the high, 
And the crawling beneath I detest. 


I roam through space alone 

With flame as the breath of my life, 
Alone I circle the worlds, 

For I never yet found a wife. 


I clip the wings of the wind 
With shears of threaded gold; 

There is one who my flame can absorb— 
The Sea—she too remains cold. 


Nor love nor rest do I find: 
I orb the globes in vain; 
Yet I smile, and love, and pass— 
They why should you, mortal, complain? 
Z. SCHNEIER 


Translaied from the Hebrew by P. M. Raskin 


TO MY SWEETHEART 


Rosy apples, deep-green shadows, 

Velvet meads the grove surrounding, 
And the laughter of the river 

Far and wide and loud resounding. 
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Come to me, my angel-sweetheart, 
Ripened fruit on boughs will screen us; 
Me—an apple; you—an apple; 
And a stolen kiss between us... . 


Come, the autumn pale-blue flowers 

Will embrace you, will caress you; 
Me—a flower; you—a flower, 

To my throbbing heart Ill press you! 


I have stores of golden legends. 
They to love me will impell you: 
Me—a legend; you—a legend, 
And life’s secret I will tell you! 
Z. SCHNEIER. 


Translated from the Yiddish by P. M. Raskin. 


BEFORE THE STATUE OF APOLLO 


I comE to thee, O god long since forgot, 

God of the moons of old and other days. 

Lord o’er the vernal passions of mankind, 

Their headlong vigor in the flush of youth! 

God of a mighty age and giants on earth, 

Whose prowess won Olympus of the gods, 

That heroes of their race might dwell thereon, 

With laurel wreath about their daring brow; 

They vanquished their gods and then grew like to 
them, 


Sitting in counsel—rulers of the world; 
A race of gods on earth, drunk with life’s joy, 
Strange to a sickening folk and suffering house. 


Glorious youth and god, comely as spring, 
Who conquered the sun and mysteries of life, 
With pillared clouds of song and secret hues. 
Oceans of music and the darkening wave; 
God of the joy in life, bounteous and rich, 
Of its might and secret artistry of hues. 


I come to thee—dost thou know me again? 
I am a Jew—our quarrel is of old! 

‘The ocean waters ’twixt the continents, 

With their multitude and riot could not fill 

The gasping chasm that between us yawns. 

Too narrow are the skies or trackless plains 
To span the ravines that divide our Law 
From the faith of them who magnify thy name. 
Thou eyest me astonished! For I have come 
Farther than all before me; on the road 
Behind me far men wander, chained to death: 

I am the first to come to thee again, 

This instant, weary of the age-long moan, 

I rend the shackles bound about my soul; 
My soul is living and it clings to earth. 


The people have grown old—their god with them; 
Passions stifled by unmanlike folk 

Awake in their prison of a thousand years. 

“God’s light is mine! God’s light!” cry all my bones. 
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“Life, ah, life!” in every limb “God’s light!” 
I have come to thee. 
I come to thee and bow before thine image, 


Thine image—symbol of the light in life; 

I prostrate me to the exalted and the good, 

To things of high estate upon the earth, 

To all majestic in creation’s bounds, 

To all the highest mysteries of art; 

I bend the knee to life, to beauty, power, 

To every form of grace—these have subdued 

Man’s body and the seed corrupt of men, 

And rule o’er life in place of Tsuree Shaddai, 

Lord God of the deserts which no eye hath seen, 

Of the conquerors of Canaan in the storm— 

But they bound him up in straps—phylacteries. 
SAUL TCHERNICHOVSKI 

Translated from the Hebrew by L. V. Snowman. 


IN THE THICK CLOUD 


Now 1F I call the storm, will the storm come? 

When spreading clouds make pathways of their own 

Along the foothills or the rocky crags, 

The lofty pines are stilled or turned to stone, 

Like things that motionless await their death, 

Retreating not, charmed by the serpent’s eyes. 

Like conquering stream that flows and floods the 
brooks, 
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And over all its weighty chain must drag, 
Knowing no shred of pity or of grace, 
The cloud rolls o’er the mountain and the slopes, 
Unfolding leisurely and lazily, 
Or furls itself away from gazing eyes; 
But wearies not nor tarries for a space. 
Nought hinders it and no adversity. 
It makes its heavy way— 

It floats aloft, 
Embraces and then strangles the bare wood, 
Steeps it in shadows and the formless night, 
Engulfs and drowns its boughs of foliage, 
Its trembling branches and the massive trunks. 
Just as they reared their tops towards the skies 
They were overwhelmed, both small and great, 
In clouds about their neck that muted them, 
Floated and fled away, faded from there 
Like wicked spectres bearing endless woe, 
And compassed me and hunted me with chains, 


Once more the power of light prevailed and rent the 


fearful gloom apart, 


And through the sundered cloud I saw the river in 


wild mischief dart, 


Its waters troubled like the ore that in the molten 


furnace raves— 


Dark cumbrous wave—and showers of sparks dance 


on the trough or crest of waves. 
Do stars and constellations war? 
Is it their ruins fill the flow, 
Or the hidden hand of God that stirs the waters, 
lighting there to sew. 
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And breakers of electric fire? 

But see, 
The plain is covered and the mountains meet. 
And when the clouds like breakers closed me round 
The forests trembled leagues away beyond, 
And where the high woods rang with song was still, 
And where the swift stream sang was silent now. 


All living things were still and silence dread 
Reigned from the earth’s foundations to the skies, 
As if an angel potentate had cried: 

“On the byways and the highways, silence, reign!” 
Dank was the darkness, gloomy, strange to see, 
Like a breaker fashioned from primordial dust 
Before God the Creator bade: “Be earth!” 

It seized on us as if in armour cased, 

Or like a kernel covered by its husk. 

Like a thousand or ten thousand hidden eyes 
That search the secrets and the souls of men. 

It ringed us round and covered us, while we 
Were but a laughing-stock before its gaze. 

And in the realm of graves and visions dim, 

Of fantasies of thought and freaks of sight, 

And when the thunder sings its raucous song, 

I feel a man’s heart in the heart of me. 


Here am I! Who calls to a war in the shadows? 
Are you mortals, as I am, or gnomes, weird and 
rare? 
Did Topheth conceive you, uncouth and perverted? 
Arise! Dare to face me—my arms are stripped 
bare. 
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My limbs are knit and every sinew taut, 

Like bars of steel and like the roots of oak; 
And at this magic moment on the peaks 

I am brother to the storm, the woods, the rocks, 
I dwell with thunder and I share its dread; 

And for my footstool—this poor dwarf-like image— 
Agelong dying, the fullness of the earth; 

Nay were the darkness of seventy-seven-fold, 

If Nature sent against me all its host 

Of terrors, with eternal ruin joined, 

Yet would I find the way to the mountain height! 


So upward, upward, ’twixt the rocks and crags, 
Hand over hand, ye weary, o'er the voids. 
Cast off all thought of fear; what is strange fire 
To you who have the light within your heart? 
And when despair comes to his age perplexed, 
Decay to its roots and hollow in the midst, 

And a will-o’-the-wisp cast from the spreading cloud 
Enters the world and into all therein, 

Then be thou thy own light upon the way! 

Go forward, freemen! Ye who slave and toil 
Beneath your burden, heritage of shame, 

Aimless for ever, shall remain despised. 


And in those cobwebs ye have spun for bonds 
To creatures of your fancy be for prey. 

Go forward, thou, and if in emperor’s crown 
Or just a shepherd’s scrip become thy lot, 
Turn not to those who cry: “The man of spirit 
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Upsets your ordered world—he is a fool!” 
Reply to him who asks thy way of thee: 
“T seek my God: dost know where He may be?” 
SAUL TCHERNICHOVSKI 


Translated from the Hebrew by L. V. Snowman. 


JOB 


“What injury can I cause unto thee 
O, thou guardian of man? Why hast thou 
Set me as an object to strike at so 
That I am become a burden to mysself ?”—Job. 


Infinite might, thou tyrant of worlds! 

The earth and the suns, the stars and the planets, 

They are all nothing but toys for thee— 

A means to kill time and only to shorten 

The long and tedious procession of years, 

Of which even thou cannot be freed. 

And though recklessly strewn o’er vast spaces, 
Whose distances none but thou couldst measure, 
Yet are they helplessly bound like slaves 

And chained to thy will, thy whims and thy fancies. 


Secure and eternal are those mighty pillars, 
Supporting thy solitary despotic throne. 

No guards thou needest to watch o’er thy slaves; 
Thy eye is their escort through billions of miles. 
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And every one of their movements thou hast 
Already foreseen and in advance calculated. 


And then, when satiety wearied thy eye 

With suns and stars and systems of planets, 
Whose charm of newness faded in time, 

Destroyest thy structure with thunder and lightning; 
Just as a child, playing with blocks, 

Builds himself houses and suddenly destroys them. 
Then in dark vacancy, alone thou sittest, 
Ruminating o’er new plans, again to create 

Out of thousands of worlds, a novel toy 

To disport and satiate thy cruel God-fancy. 


But all that sufficed not to amuse thee—almighty. 
The enormous grandeur of systems which thou hast 
Constructed in order to annul at thy pleasure; 

Soon even that bored thee, and thou hast 

Exerted thy boundless supreme acumen, 

An infinitesimal creature—a man to create. 


Thou playest with him now and smilest with joy, 
While the poor moth down, suffers and struggles. 
Fluttering and swirling, his powerless wings 

Are entrapped in a spider-web of pangs and torture, 
Into which thou hast his soul entangled. 


Thou knowest too well that he cannot escape, 
Yet, delighted art thou to watch how his strength 
Fails him—that silly aspirant, 


162 


Who until his last minute hopes to conquer, 
When thou, in advance hast his ruin determined. 


And thou art not ashamed to demand immolations 
And wouldst have him praise thy power and greatness 
And sing to thee encomiums at every blood-drop, 
Which drips from his heart under thy pressure. 
And flattered art thou, omnipotent creator, 

Who with one huff may annihilate worlds, 

By the eulogies of that insignificant worm. 

And demandest account for all his transgressions, 
Which he only according to thy will committed. 
And evenmost his short and lugubrious life, 

With threats of eternal and flaming infernos 

That multiply the horrors of his present existence 
With frightful descriptions of a direful hereafter. 


Invincible power, thou tyrant of worlds! 
. When will this man-toy tire thy senses? 
When will thy fantasy contrive a new means 
To kill thy boring and infinite time? 

JEHOASH. 
Translated from the Yiddish by Frank Ravitz. 


DE PROBUNDIS 


Out of the darkness, out of the depths 

I called to Thee, who art the God of Light 
“Stretch out, stretch out Thy helping hand 

And save me from the darkness of the night.” 
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“Reveal Thyself a flame, a spark; 
It matters not—a token that shall say 
That Thou art somewhere, that my soul 
Amidst Life’s wilderness is not astray.” 


In darkness and in loneliness 
In anguished silence I suffered day and night, 
Whilst Thou, wrapped round in cloud and mist, 
Thy countenance didst cover from my sight. 


And yet my faith in Thee was strong, 
And trusting Thee I comforted my mind, 
And murmured: “Surely, from Thy throne, 
Thou gazest down at me and art not blind.” 


And in the Depths and in the Dark 
Thy holy name is often on my tongue 
Yet slowly, slowly in my mind 
The serpent-teeth of Doubt have sprung. 


A Protest gnaws within my heart... 
Upon my fainting lips the prayer dies, 
“O, God, if me Thou see’st and hear’st, 
Come forth, send down a token from the skies 
JEHOASH. 


Translated from the Yiddish by Alter-Brody. 
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JEPFHLHAHS DAUGHTER 


“And it became a custom in Israel that the daughters of 
Israel went from year to year to lament for the daughter of 
Jephthah, the Gileadite, four days in the year.”—Judges xi. 


THERE is a lonely mountain-top, 
A curse upon it lies ; 

No blade of grass upon it grows, 
No flowers greet the eyes. 


But cold, bare cliffs of granite stand, 
Like sentinels of stone, 

Year after year, through wind and snow, 
Around a craggy throne. 


And on the topmost, coldest peak 
There is a spot of woe— 

A little tomb, an old gray tomb, 
Raised centuries ago. 


For there within her grave she lies 
Plucked in an evil hour— 

The martyred daughter of her race, 
Israel’s fairest flower! 


There Jephthah’s maid forever sleeps— 
The victim that he vowed— 

But four days in the dreary year, 
The loneliness is loud. 
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And Gilead’s mourning daughters 
Up from the valley throng— 

The mountain glens reverberate 
With sorrow and with song! 


Oh, loud and long and wild they wail 
The light untimely spent, 

And dance upon the mountain-top 
A choral of lament. 


And as they dance they seem to see 
Another dancer, too, 
And hear, amidst the measure rise, 
The voice of her they rue! 
JEHOASH. 


Translated from the Yiddish by Alter Brody 


THE AARP OF DAVID 


WHEN the night her vision is weaving 

With moonlight and starlight for warp, 
The King in his chamber arises 

And wakens the voice of his harp. 


He sees not the hands of him playing, 
He hears but a melody sweet; 

He hears but the heart of him beating 
With a musical, magical beat. 
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He gazes out through the window 
On the world in beauty bedight— 

Forgotten the throne and the sceptre 
In a holier, higher delight! 


He sees like a picture before him, 

The quiet, green fields where he spent 
His youthful years as a shepherd, 

His only palace—a tent. 


His sceptre—the flute of the shepherd, 
Carved of the cedar-wood hard; 
His fortune and lonely treasure— 
The soulful pride of the bard. 


Then pours he his soul on the harp-strings— 
Forgetful of sorrow and pain— 
The old, gray monarch of Judah 
Is a youthful Poet again! 
JEHOASH. 


Translated from the Yiddish by Alter Brody 


LHE; PROPHET 


A STRONG, stern Hand has steeled my heart, 
And blessed me has the mouth of God. 

I am the plough, I am the sod, 

The tempest, and the lightning’s dart. 
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I am the flood-swell none may pass, 
The hurricane that wrecks, pursues. 
And I am rain that glad bedews 
A desert for one blade of grass. 


I am the cloud-mist distant seen, 

The echo from a mountain height, 

I am a high deed’s high delight, 

And quickening sorrow that makes green. 


I am the threshold and the key, 
I am the gate and gate-way long. 
I am a promise, and a song 
With singing woodlands back of me. 
JEMOASH. 
Translated from the Yiddish by Marie Syrkin 


ANGELUS 


THE sunshine melts away in twilight golden-red, 
From multitudes of lairs creep night’s pervading 
shadows; 


The leas and meads are hushed in silence gray and dread, 
And stalk leans upon stalk in dusky, grassy 


meadows... 
But—hark! ...a distant chime—and _ semi-darkness 
yields 
To clear and ringing peals that flow through woods 
and fields. 
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And solemnly descends a chaste and snow-white dove, 
And carries mystic blessings from the spheres 
above... 


The air is filled with heartfelt, mild and tender grace, 
I hear the God of Love, God of a stranger’s race .. . 


Ding-dong . . . Ding-dong . . . Unwillingly I drink the 
wine 
Of consolation of a God that is not mine. . . 
JEHOASH. 


Tronslaled from the Yiddish by Elbert Aidline. 


I WISH 


I wouLp not shine as a star 
That glows for a while 
In a drop of dew— 
And fades like a smile. 


I would not shine as the moon 
Peeping down 

Like an armyless king 
On an enemy’s town; 


And seeing below 

A world that sleeps 
Hides in a cloud 

And sighs and weeps; 
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I would shine as the sun— 
Shadows to drive, 
Laughter to wake, 
Earth to revive. 


A triumphant king, 
Though perishing soon— 
Not as a star, 
Not as a moon. 
A ZaBENKIN 


Translated from ihe Hebrew by P. M. Raskin 


Part III 
ADDITIONAL POEMS 
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IF STONES COULD TELL AND WALLS HAD 
WORDS 


“Jewish graves were desecrated and plundered in the thirteenth 
century in Spain, Italy, France and Germany. The sacred stones 
were thrown upon the streets or the graveyards were seized, the 
tombstones broken to pieces, and used for other purposes. 
Throughout Germany, between the fourteenth and sixteenth 
centuries, walls, foundations, churches and houses were con- 
structed with Jewish tombstones thus acquired.”—Philipson 
(“Old European Jewries,’ 1894, page 116). 


IF stones could tell the tale of all thy woe, 

O Israel, the centuries now mute 

Would twine in song as fingers on a lute 

Wreathe plaintive words, or winds through willows blow. 
The epitaph of all thy shadowy hosts 

Is writ upon the scroll of humankind 

As dwellers in the temple of the mind, 

Steadfast in faith through pain and Pentecosts. 


Wrenched were the stones from out the sacred sod 
To build from death the edifice of life; 
Weary, those souls who once the ghettos trod 
Slumbered untroubled by forgotten strife. 
So are we willing in the selfsame way, 
Living or dead, to build a better day. 
Wa ter Hart BLUMENTHAL 


From ‘“Winepress” published 1925 


IN HIS NAME 


A PARADOX that cankers at the heart 

Is this old breach of brotherhood which holds 
Amos and Paul as men who stood apart; 

Which quibbles at texts and pours life into molds. 


A paradox Time has not yet impaled— 
They worship Jesus and revile the Jew! 
Still must we say those words the Romans nailed: 
Forgive them, Father, they know not what they do. 
WaLreR Hart BLUMENTHAL 
From “Winepress” published 1925 


MAARIV 


HE faced the darkening window as he stood 
To say the evening prayer. 

And those who moved about him there, 
The strangers, who were all his own, 
Giving him neither scorn nor care, 

Left him the more alone. 

His old eyes echoed the dimming skies. 
His fingers fluttered, as though he sought 
To catch the faded fringes of his thought, 
And find a feeble warmth for aching bones 
In words of praise, 

Like sunset drowning in autumnal haze. 

A feeble patriarch in a thin old coat, 
Drawing about him like a sacred shawl 
The comfort of his ancient ritual, 
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He stays to mark the close of one more meager day. 
Habit as blind and steady as the tide 
Masters his muttering lips, 
His eyes that brood upon this dusk, 
That falls on a new loss and seems familiar 
Since it, too, will pass . . 
The dark grew bold as the old man, 
From his security of solitude, 
Turned to the world, and sighed. 
BABETTE DEUTSCH 


PENTECOS® 


Down by the shining sea 

Its swelling waves in sight— 
A bare unvarnished hall, 

A handful of plain men, 

A carpenter, a smith, 

A vendor of old clothes— 
It was that day of days, 
The birthday of the Law. 
Without, the working world 
Its daily tasks did fill; 

I stood within and heard 
And watched the passing scene. 


An altar rude of wood, 

Stood plainly fashioned forth, 
But pious hands, had placed 
A silken curtain there, 

And ’neath its heavy folds 
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In ’broidered velvet wound, 
And hung with silver chains, 
There stood the Sacred Law. 


The parchment scroll of old, 
With its strange Hebrew script. 
The sunlight clear and strong 
That through the window shone, 
Like the Shekinah old, 

Looked just a sacred fire 

That burned about the ark, 

And seemed to write God’s name. 
A man of humble mien, 

And humbler still in garb, 

Stood forth and said the prayers, 
And read the scrolléd Law; 
Though poor and mean he was, 
Yet great and grand he seemed, 
All garmented and robed 

In a strange majesty ; 

The ancient praying-shawl 
About his shoulders wrapt, 

And on his brow the look 

Of very priest of God— 

And presently there rose 

The people reverently, 

And stood with heads all bowed, 
While in a tone of awe, 

And in its ancient tongue, 

The Decalogue was read, 

Then solemnly “Amen” 
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Was said, as said of old. 
While candles slim and white 
Burned bright on either side, 
And two most reverend men 
A guard of honor stood. 


The mean hall fell away— 

The people disappeared—- 

The sounds all hushed and died; 
But round about me closed 

The sunlight shining full 

Like spirit of the Lord. 

I saw the lightning’s flash, 

I heard the thunder roll; 

The strange, lone mountain peak 
In Eastern desert sand 

Rose plain before my eyes; 

I felt the heaving earth 

About Mount Sinai’s foot, 

While trembling slaves made free 
Stood ready to be men, 

And vowed their sacred oath 

To take the righteous Law; 

To teach it to all men, 

Through ages that might roll. 


Then like a vision rose 
The weary pilgrimage 
O’er every sea and land. 
Of that God-chosen race, 
The Law within its hands, 
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Its spirit in its soul; 

I saw deep, bloody streams, 
High-leaping tongues of flame; 
I saw the rack and scourge, 
tleard scornful tongues of men, 
But still the tramping march, 
Did sound full in my ear, 

And quivering with pain, 

I saw them onward bear 
Through hate, and scorn, and hurt, 
With love and pride that Law. 


Upon that vision then 

There dawned another still; 

I saw a multitude 

As vast as stars of heaven, 

That rose, and swelled, and died, 
And died and rose again, 

That reached from sea to sea, 
And spread throughout all lands; 
I saw great kings arise, 

And reverend sages stand, 

The lettered and unlearned, 

The rulers and the ruled, 

All stretching out their hands 
With eager looks and tone, 

To take from that scourged race, 


The Law they claimed their own; 
Saw kingdoms rise and live, 
Empires grow great and strong, 
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Republics fling their flags 
To free winds glad embrace, 
All builded on that scroll, 
All founded on that Law. 
And so this poor mean room 
That held me in a spell, 
Swelled to a grandeur vast, 
A temple great and rich, 
With altar of pure gold, 
That held a jewel rare 

And single in its worth. 
The men before me seemed 
To grow in statured height, 
To put on air and mien 

Of greatness and of power, 
Attendants on a Lord, 

Who owned the Jewel there-— 
Who felt and knew that they 
Were guardians safe and true, 
With privilege to bear 

The Treasure of the Lord. 


, 


ANNETTE KoHN 


THE ARCH OF TITUS 


CRUMBLING, age-worn, in Rome 


the eternal, 


Stands the arch of Titus’ triumph, 


With its carven Jewish captives 
Shouldering the holy Menorah. 


And each nightfall, when the turmoil 
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Of the Petrine clangor ceaseth, 
Seven flames the arch illumine, 
Mystic glowings, burning strangely. 
Then cast off their graven shackles, 
Judah’s sons of marble graven, 
Living step they from the ruin, 
Living stride they from the Jordan. 
They are healed in its waters, 
Till the freshness of each dawning, 
Then resume their ancient labor, 
Perfect marble, whole and holy. 
Dust of dust the wheeling season 
Grind that mighty archéd splendor, 
Rase the Gaul and rase the Roman, 
Grind away their fame and glory, 
The shackled Jews alone withstand them, 
Shouldering their holy Menorah. 
Harry A. WoLFson 
Translated from the Hebrew by Horace M. Kallen. 


THE? SPIRIT OF HEBRAISM 


TuHEy tell me my spirit’s departed, 
That my body of soul is bereft ; 
And that barren ’midst strangers I wander 
And that no inspiration is left 
But my vanishing fires ancestral 
Where the last faint flashes are seen, 
And that like to the poor and the stranger, 
What is left by the world I glean. 
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They tell me, not knowing my Spirit 
Like an ember that never grows cold, 
Tho’ smouldering in its own ashes 
Yet murmurs and grows as of old. 

Oh, my Spirit awaits but my seeking 
To burst like a spring from the soil, 

And if once it be free from confinement 
It will vest in all fruit of my toil. 


It will live in the colors on canvas, 

And survive in the hewn marble plan, 
And in song and in music and story 

To the last generation of man. 
It will speak from the lips of new Prophets, 

And their truth from the heights will be hurled, 
From a model city of Justice 

Where its flag will blazon unfurled. 

Harry A. WoLFson 
Translated from the Hebrew by H. B. Ehrmann. 


THESEARCH FOR EEAVEN 


LIKE a tender, loving maiden 
Dusting her devoted room 

When her sweetheart she awaiteth, 
Often dreaming on her broom. 


So when stars beglamour heaven, 
And the vesper-prayer’s said, 
On the eve before the Seder, 
Father takes some feathers, bread, 
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Rag, and wooden spoon, and taper ; 
And he breaks the bread in seven, 

And like the child with playthings, playing, 
He naively searches leaven. 


First he hides in nook the bread-crumbs, 
Then like Jason on the quest 

For the glorified golden fleeces, 
To the search for leaven, addrest, 


By the lighted mystic taper, 

He like one a-dreaming prays; 
God be blest for sanctifying 

Man with leaven-searching ways. 


Then he locks the lips in silence, 
Like a Bismarck guarding tongue, 
Lest the deep-laid scheme of statecraft, 
By an ill-timed word go wrong. 


And with gravest mien and broodings, 
Ferrets out each hiding hole, 

Where he laid the treasured bread-crumbs, 
Sweeps them to their burning goal, 


In the spoon, with tuft and feathers ; 
Seals it with the rag, and lays 
All away until the morrow, 
When, ere burning it, he prays: 
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“All the leaven of my dwelling, 
All I saw or did not see, 

All I did or didn’t banish, 
Void, as dust of earth shall be.” 


Then he muses on the Seder, 
Like a maid who dusts her room 
When her sweetheart she awaiteth, 
Often dreaming on the broom. 
ALTER ABELSON 


SFERE* 


I ASKED my Muse had she any objection 

To laughing with me—not a word for reply! 
You see, it is Sfere, our time for dejection 

And can a Jew laugh when the rule is to cry? 


You laughed then, you say? ’tis a sound to affright one 
In Jewish delight, what is worthy the name? 

The laugh of a Jew it is never a right one, 
For laughing and groaning with him are the same. 


You thought there was zest in the Jewish existence? 
You deemed that the star of a Jew could be kind? 

The spring calls and beckons with gracious insistence, 
Jew—sit down in sackcloth and weep yourself blind! 


The garden is green and the woodland rejoices ; 
How cool are the breezes, with fragrance how blent; 
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But Spring calls not you with her thousand sweet voices ; 
With you it is Sfere—sit still and lament. 


The beautiful summer, this life’s consolation, 
In moaning and sighing glides quickly away, 
What hope can it offer to one of my nation? 
What joy can he find in the splendors of May? 
Morris ROSENFELD 


Translated from the Yiddish by Helena Frank 


*Sephira, a period of mourning commemorating the disasters to 
Israel during the Crusades. 


THE JEWISH CHILD 


BurRIeED deep in the darkness, 

Far from the sun’s warm light, 
See you not the blind worm 

In his night? 


He was born in the darkness, 
Fated there to creep, 
Sleepless, in the kingdom 
Of eternal deep. 


Like a worm in the darkness, 
Dumb and blind and frail, 

You pass childhood’s wonder-years, 
Weak and pale. 
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Near your cradle your mother 
Sings no song 

Of a happy, quiet life-time, 
Sweet and long. 


Nor of fields and gardens 
Where a boy 

Plays and spends the daylight hours, 
Wild with joy. 


No, a fount of grief and sadness 
Ever springs 

Bitter, bitter is the sorrow 
That she sings. 


Low, sad sighs, and hot, hot teardrops, 
Low, sad sighs, 

Grow forever in the forest 
Where your pathway lies. 


You were born in the darkness, 
Fated there from birth 
Ever to be creeping 
In the earth. 
S. Frue 
Translated from the Yiddish by Jacob Robbins. 
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THE BIBLE 


Is 1T a book, a world, a heaven? 

Are those words, or flames, or shining stars, 
Or burning torches, or clouds of fire 
What is it, I ask ye—the Bible? 


Who inspired those infinite truths? 

Who spoke through the mouth of the prophet? 
Who mapped out the highways of ages, 

The glorious lines of the Scriptures? 


Who planted the flowers of wisdom 
In this sacred soil of the angels? 
O dream of eternity—Bible— 
O Light that is all and for ever. 
Morris ROSENFELD 
Translated from the Yiddish 


FAITH 


Wuat is my faith? A memory 
Of Sabbath lights and hallowed bread, 
And two old hands astir with prayer, 
Laid on a curly head. 


What is my faith? A fragrance 

Of willow boughs and myrtle leaves, 
And airy Sukkahs hung about 

With dried and yellow sheaves, 
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What is my faith? A melody 
Of Hebrew chants and strange, weird prayers, 


All dying in a wordless wail 
Of old despairs. 


What is my faith? A sorrow 
Of one vast grave on Russian plain, 
Heaped stark against a naked sky, 
Where huddle my poor slain. 
LEAH RACHEL YOFFIE 


In this ANTHOLOGY of Jewish poems by Jewish poets, two 
exceptions are made in favor of one dead and one living Jewish 
poet, to include two patriotic poems of international significance, 
implying Jewish tendency. 

The one is the inscription on the “Statue of Liberty” in New 
York Harbor by Emma Lazarus; the other “THE EPITAPH 
FOR THE UNKNOWN SOLDIER” in Memorial Hall in 
Arlington Cemetery in Washington, by Annette Kohn. 

The one inspired by the great Russian imigration from perse- 
cution, the other a tribute to the “Unknown Soldier” and his 
comrades, in the World War, where American Jewish soldiers 
fell by the thousands, and the “Unknown Soldier” may possibly 
have been a Jew, as his identity is unknown. 


THE NEW COLOSSUS 


Not like the brazen giant of Greek fame, 

With conquering limbs astride from land to land: 
Here at our sea-washed, sunset gates shall stand 

A mighty woman with a torch whose flame 

Is the imprisoned lightning, and her name 

Mother of exiles. From the beacon-hand 

Blows world-wide welcome ; her mild eyes command 
The air-bridged harbor that twin cities frame. 
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“Keep ancient lands your storied pomp! cries she 
With silent lips. “Give me your tired, your poor, 
Your huddled masses yearning to breathe free, 
The wretched refuse of your teeming shore. 
Send these, the homeless, tempest-tossed, to me; 
I lift my lamp beside the golden door!” 

Emma Lazarus 


These lines appear on a bronze tablet at the foot of the Statue 
of Liberty Enlightening the World in New York harbor. 


Epitaph for 
THE UNKNOWN AMERICAN SOLDIER 


WITHIN this Nation-hallowed Tomb 

An unknown Soldier lies asleep, 

Symbolic comrade of all those 

Who on the land, on sea, in air, 

In that red death across the seas 

Sealed with their blood the sacred truths 

For which our country ever stands: 

That Righteousness is all the Law— 

That Justice is true government— 

Man’s Liberty the gift of GOD— 

In memory of the faith they kept, 

Through tryst with death in bloom of youth, 

Here through the ages all the land 

As Honor-Guard on watch will stand! 
ANNETTE KoHN 


Placed by the War Department in Arlington Cemetery, Wash- 
ington, D. C. 
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